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And with forc'd fingers rude * 
Shatter your leaves before the metlowing year. 
Bitter conſtraint, and fad occaſion dear, 
Compels me to diſturb your ſeaſon due: 


; timely death of Mr Edward King, ſon of Sir ] 
| Secretary for Ireland, a fellow-collegian and intimate 
friend of Milton, who, as he was going to viſit his rela- 


25th year of his age. The poem is made of the paſtoral 


« 8 


1 mich author e 


unfortunately drowned in his paſſage from Cheſter an 
the Iriſh ſeas, 1637; and by occaſion foretels the 
ruin of our corrupted clergy, then in their beight. . 


ET once more, O ye laurels, and once more | 
Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never fere, © 
1 come to pluck your berrcs harſh ad ande N 


For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his primem 


| Young Lycidas, and back noe ld n r on 
Who would not ſing for Lycidas? he'knew 16 


Himſelf to ſing, and build the lofty — 
He muſt not flote upon his wat'ry bier 


Unwept; and welter to the parching wind, 
Without the meed of ſome melodious tear. 5 > th 
Begin then, ſiſters of the ſacred well, | 2 


* This poem was made upon the unfortungte 


15 
0 King 


tions in Ireland, was drowned Auguſt 10. 1637, is the 


kind, as both Mr King and Milton bad been deſiged for 
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That from beneath the ſeat of Joe doth ſpring, 


Begin, and ſomewhat loudly fweep the ſtring. 
Hence with denial vain, and coy excuſe, 

So may ſome gentle muſe He 
With lucky words favour my deſtin'd urn, 20 
Aud as he paſſes turn, 

And bid fair peace be to my ſable ſhroud. 

For we were nurs'd upon the ſelf-fame hill, 

Fed the ſame flock by fountain, ſhade, and rill. 


Together both, ere the high lawns appear'd 25 1 


Under the opening eye · lids of the morn, 
We drove afield, and both together heard 
What time the gray-fly winds her ſultry horn, 


© Batt'ning our flocks with the freſh dews of nicht, 
'Tow'rd heav'n's deſcent had ſlop'd his weſt ring wheel. 


Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute, 
Temper'd to th' oaten flute, 
Rough ſatyrs danc'd, and fauns with cloven heel 


From the glad found would not be abſent long, 35 | 


And old Damcetas lov'd to hear our ſong. 


hut O the heavy change, now thou art gone, | 


Now thou art gone, and never muſt return! 
Thee, ſhepherd, thee the woods, and deſert caves 


With wild thyme and the gadding vine o SO 40 | 


And all their echoes mourn. 

The willows, and the hazel copſes green, 
Shall now no more be ſeen, 

Fanning their Joyous leaves to thy ſoft lays. 


As killing as the canker to the roſe, 4 
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Or talat-worm to the weanling herds that graze, - 


TSR that their gay wardrobe wear, 2 
When firſt the white · thorn blows ; | 


Such, Lycidas, thy loſs to ſhepherds ear. 
Where were ye, nymphs, when the remorſeleſs deep 
Clos'd o'er the head of your lov'd Lycidas ? N 


For neither were ye playing on the ſteep, 
Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie, 


Nor on the ſhaggy top of Mona high, 


L Nor yet where Deva ſpreads her wilard ſtream : 36 


Ay me! 1 fondly dream 


1 Had ye been there, for what could that have done ? 
What could the Muſe herſelf hat Orpheus bore, 
The Muſe herſelf for her inchanting fon, 


Whom univerſal Nature did lament, i 


| When by the rout that made the hideous roar, _ 


His gory viſage down, the ſtream was ſent, 


- Down the wißt Hebrus to the Lell s? 


Alas ! what boots it with inceſſant care 


To tend the homely lighted ſhepherd's trade, 65 OE 
And ſtrictly meditate the thankleſs Muſe ? 


Were it not better done, as others ule, 
To ſport with Amaryilis in the ſhade, 
Or with the tangles of Neæra's hair? 


Fame is the ſpur that the clear {pi'rit doth raiſe 7. 
(Thar laſt infirmity of noble mind) 


To ſcorn delights, and live laborious days; 
But the fair guerdon when we hope to find, 


And think to burſt out into ſudden blaze, 
Comes the blind Fury with th' abborred ſhears, 7s 


4A 2 


77) 


And fits the thin-ſpun life. | But not the praiſe, 
 - Photbus reply'd, and touch'd my trembling ears; 
Fame is no plant that grows on mortal ſoil, 5 


Nor ia the gliſt ring foil 3 
i Yet off to th' world, nor in broad rumour lies, 80 $ 
hut lives and fpreads aloft by thoſe pure eyes, 9 

And perfect witneſs of all- judging Jove; - 


As he pronounces laſtly on each deed, 
Of ſo much fame in heav'n expect thy meed. 


O O fountain Arethuſe, and thou honour'd flood, 8; : 


Smooth-fliding Mincius, crown'd with vocal reeds, | 
That rain [ heard was of a higher mood: 
But now my oat proceeds, 

And liſtens to the herald of the ſea 


t came in Neptune's plea; 90 : 


He aſk'd the waves, and aſk'd the fellon . 259 
What hard miſhap hath doom'd this gentle fwain ? ? 
And queſtion'd every guſt of rugged wings 
That blows from off each beaked promontory ; 


And ſage Hippotades their anſwer brings, 
That not a blaſt was from his dungeon ſtray d, 


= The air was calm, and on the level brine 


Sleck Panope with all her ſiſters play'd. 


It was that fatal and perfidious bark _ 100 


Built in th' eclipſe, and rigg'd with curſes dark, 
That ſunk fo low that ſacred head of thine. © 


Next Camus, reverend fire, went footing flow, & 


His mantle hairy, and his bonnet ſedge, 


Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge 105 


They knew not of his ſtory, 95 


10 


Of other care they little reck ning make, 
Than how to ſcramble at the ſhearers feaſt, 
And ſhove away the worthy bidden gueſt; 3 
Blind mouths ! that ſcarce themſelves know how to holde 


And call the vales, and bid them hither caſt 
Their bells, and flourets of a thouſand hues, _ 23 
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Ah ! who hath reft (quoth he) my deareſt pledge? | 
Laſt came, and laſt did go, 


The pilot of the Galilean lakez; 
Two maſſy keys he bore of metals twain,  - 


| (The golden opes, the iron ſhuts amain); 


He ſhook his miter'd locks, and ſtern beſpake, 
How well could I have par d for thee, young fwain, 


Eno of ſuch as for their bellies fake 


Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold? 115 


A ſheep- hook, or have learn d ought elle the leaſt 1 20 A 1 


That to the faithful herdman's art belongs! 


Whar recks it them ! what need they ? They are ſped ; | 

And when they liſt, their lean and flaſhy ſongs 1 

Grate on their ſcrannel pipes of wretched firaw; 

The hungry ſheep look up, and are not fed, 125g 

But ſwoln with wind, and the rank miſt they draw, 

Rot inwardly, and foul contagion ſpread : 

Beſides what the grim wolf with privy paw = 

Daily devours apace, and nothing faid,  _ 

But that two-handed engine at the door 130 

Stands ready to fmite once, and ſmite no more. 275 
Return Alpheus, the dread voice is paſt, 

That ſhrunk thy ſtreams; return Sicilian Mae, 


161 


Ye valleys low, where the mild whiſpers uſe 5 
Of ſhades, and wanton winds, and guſhing brooks, 
On whoſe freſh lap the ſwart ſtar ſparely looks, 
Throw hither all your quaint enamel'd eyes, 
'That on the green turf ſuck the honied ſhow'rs, 140 
And purple all the ground with vernal flow'rs. 
Bring the rathe primroſe that forſaken dies, 
The tufted crow-toe, and pale jeſſamine, 
The white pink, . 


| | The glowing violet, 145 


The muſk-roſe, and che well - attir d woodbine, 
Wich cowllips wan that hang the penſive head, 
And every flower that ſad embroidery wears: 
Bid amarantus all his beauty ſhed, 


And daffadillies fill their cups with tears, 150 


To ſtrow the laureat herſe where Lycid lis. 
For fo to interpoſe a little eaſe, 
Let our frail thoughts dally with falſe ſurmiſe. 


Ay me! whilſt thee the ſhores, and ſounding ſeas 


Waſh far away, where-e'er thy bones are hurl'd, 155 1 


Whether beyond the ſtormy Hebrides, 
Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide | 
Viſit'ſt the "On 4 the 8 world; 


6 d, 160 
Where the great 1 "8 of oP guarded mount 
Looks tow'rd Namancos and Bayona's hold; 
Look homeward angel now, and melt with ruth : 
And, O ye dolphins, waft the hapleſs youth. 


. Weep no more, woful ſhepherds, weep no more, 
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Fer Ledde your forrow is not dead, 
Sunk though he be beneath the wat'ry floor; 
So ſinks the day-ſtar in the ocean- bed, 


71 


166 


And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 


And — 170 
Flames in the forchead of the morning-ſky : 'S 


So Lycidas ſunk low, but mounted high, 


Thro' the dear might of him that walk'd the waves, 
Where other groves, roars br bag __ 
With Nectar pure his oozy locks he laves, 


"0: 
And hears the unexpreſſive nuptial ſong, Ps 


In the bleſs'd kingdoms meek of joy and love. 


There entertain him all the ſaints above, 


+; 


In ſolemn troops, and ſweet ſocie . 
That ſing, 4 180 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
Now, Lycidas, the ſhepherds weep no more ; 5 
| Henceforth thou art the genius of the ſhore, F . = 
In thy large recompenſe, and ſhalt be good = 


To all that wander in that perilous flood, 185 


| Thus fang the uncouth fon to th? oaks and rills | 
While the ftill morn went out with ſandals gray, - 


He touch'd the tender ſtops of various quills, 


With eager thought warbling his Doric lay : 
And now the ſun had ſtretch'd out all the hills, 190 
And now was dropt into the weſtern bay; 


At laſt he roſe, and twitch'd his mantle blue : 


To-morrow to freſh woods, and paſtures new. 
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Jpeg load Melancholy, 
Of Cerberas and blackeſt Midaight born, 
Mong bord nr nd fi, an gh nol, 4 
be brooding darkneſs reads his jealous wings, 
tad to nighnanes tags ; 
There under ebon ſhades, and low-brow'd rocks, 
As ragged as thy locks, 
In dark Cimmerian deſert ever dwell. | 10 
But come thou Goddeſs fair and free, 
In heav n ycleap'd Euphroſyne, 
And by men, heart - eaſing Mirth, 
Whom lovely Venus at a birth 
ith two ſiſter Graces more 1 15 
To ivy-crowned Bachus bore; 4 801 
222 „ 


And frel-blows 706 walk'd in dew, 


= Til her with thee a daughter fair 


Haſte thee nymph, and bring with hee 25 l 
Jeſt and youthful Jollity, ok 


* 5, e. the cheerful merry man. 
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15 


20 


25 


And in thy right hand lead with thee, 
The mountain-nymph, ſweet Liberty; 


Bas. 


Such as hang on Hebe's cheek, 
And love to live in dimple ſleek ; 


And Laughter holding both his ſides. 


Come, and trip it as you go 


On the light fantaſtic toe, 


And if I give thee honour due, 


F Mirth, admit me of thy crew, 


To live with her, and live with thee, 
In unreproved pleaſures free; 


To hear the lark begin his flight, 
And ſinging ſtartle the dull night, 


From his watchtow'r in the ſkies, 


Till the dappled dawn doth riſe; 
I Then to come in ſpite of forrow, 
And at my window bid good-morrow, 
Through the ſweet - brier, or the vine, 


Or the twiſted eglantine 
While the cock with lively da 


Scatters the rear of darkneſs thin, 
And to the ſtack, or the barn-door, 
Stoutly ſtruts his dames before: 
; Ob liſt ning how the hounds and horn . 
Cheerly rouſe the ſlumb ring morn, 
Trom the ſide of ſome hoar hill, 


Thrngh th high od cg fil 


30 


55 
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Some time walking not unſeen 5 
By hedge-row elms, + ——"— 
Right againſt the eaſtern gate, 
Where the great ſun begins bis ſtate, 
 Rob'd in flames, and amber light, 
The clonds in thouſand liveries dight, 
White the ploughman near at hand 
Whiſtles o er the furrow'd land, 
And the milkmaid ſingeth blithe, 
And the mower whets his ſithe, 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 
Straight mine eye hath caught new pleaſures, 
Whilſt the landſcape round it meaſures, 
 Ruſſet lawns, and fallows gray, 
Where the nibbling flocks do ſtray, 
Mountains on whoſe barren breaſt 
The lab'ring clouds do often reſt, 
Meagows trim with daiſies pied, 
. Shallow brooks, arid rivers wide. 
Towers and battlements it ſees 
| Boſom'd high in tufted trees, 
Where perhaps ſome beauty lies, 
The Cynoſure of neighb'ring eyes. 
Hard by, a cottage - chimney mokes, 
From betwixt two aged oaks, 
© Where Corydon and Thyrſis met, 
Are at their ſavoury dinner ſet 
Of herbs, an] other country-meſſes, 
8 . Bu 
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And then in haſte her bow'r ſhe leaves, 


With Theſtylis to bind the ſheaves ; 
Or if the earlier ſeaſon lead 
To the tann'd haycock in the mead, 
Sometimes with ſecure delight 
The upland hamlets will invite, 
When the merry bells ring _ 


And the jocund rebecs ſound 
To many a youth, and many a | maid, 


Dancing in the chequer'd ſhade ; 


And young and old come forth to play 
On a ſunſhine holy-day, 
ill the live- long day - light fail ; 
Then to the ſpicy nut- brown ale, 
With ſtories told of many a feat, 
Bow fairy Mab the junkets eat, 


She was pinch'd, and pull'd, ſhe a, 
And he by friers lantern led, 
Tells how the drudging Goblin ſwet, 8 


To earn his cream- bowl duly ſet, 


When in one night, ere glimpſe of m_ 
His ſhadowy flail hath threſh'd the corn, 
That ten day-lab'rers could not end; 


'Then lies him down the lubbar bend, 
And ſtretch'd out all the chimney's length, 


Baſks at the fire his hai y ſtrength, 
And crop-full out of doors he flings, 
Ere the firſt cock his matin rings. 


Thus done the tales, to bed they creep, 
By * ring winds ſoon lull'd aſleep. 


B 2 


95 


105 


— — — - — 
7 — — 
— — rr — Yer 
: * f 


There let Hymen oft appear 
In ſaffron robe, 8 

And pomp, and feaſt, and revelry, 
Wich maſk, and antique pageantry, 
Such ſights as youthful —— 
On ſammer-eves by haunted ſtream. 


* + Þ 


Tow'red cities pleaſe us then, 

And the buſy hum of men, 

Were throngs of knights and barons bold 
In weeds of peace high triumphs hold, 


Of wit, or arms, while both contend 
To win her grace, whom all commend. 


Then to the well-trod ſtage anon, 


Il Johnſon's learned ſock be on, 
Or ſweeteſt Shakeſpear, fancy's child, 


Warble his native wood-notes wild. 


And ever againſt cating cares, 


Lap me in ſoft Lydian airs, 


Married to · immortal verſe, 


Such as the meeting ſoul may pierce 
In-notes, with many a winding bout 
Of linked ſweetneſs long drawn out, 


Wich wanton heed, and giddy cunning, 
The melting voice through mazes running, 
ntwiſting all the chains that tie 
The hidden foul of harmony ; 
From golden ſlumber on a bed 
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Of heap'd Elyſian a and hear 
guch ſtrains as would have won the ear 


Dwell i in ſome idle brain, 


Or likeſt hovering dreams 


[ 3 ] 


Of Pluto, to have quite ſet free 


His half-regain'd Eurydice. SOT 150 
Theſe delights if thou canſt give, F 


Mirth, with thee I mean to live. 


IL rENSEROSO- 


na 
The brood of folly without father bred, 


How little you beſted, 


or fill the fixed mind with all your toys? 


| And fancies fond with gaudy ſhapes poſſeſs, 


As thick and numberleſs 


As the gay motes that people the ſun-beams, 


The fickle penſioners of Morpheus train. 10 


But hail thou Goddeſs, fage and holy, 
Hail divineſt Melancholy, 


| Whoſe faintly viſage is too bright 


To hit the ſenſe of human 2 
And therefore to our weaker view 15 


Oferlaid with black, ſtaid wiſdem's hue; 

Black, but ſuch as in eſtem 

Prince Memnon's ſiſter might beſeem, 
Or that ſtarr d Ethiop queen that ſtrove | 
| To ſet her beauty's praiſe above 20 


i. e. the thoughtful melancholy man. 
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_ Yet thou art 
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higher far deſcended, 


Thee bright-har'd Veſta long of yore | 
To ſolitary Saturn bore ; | 
His danghter the (in Saturn's reign, 
Such mixture was not held a ſtain). 
Oft in glimmering bow'rs and glades 
He met her, and in ſecret ſhades 


Of woody Ida's inmoſt grove, 


Flowing with majeſtic train, 


And fable ſtole of Cyprus lawn, 


Over thy decent ſhoulders drawn. 


| E Come, but keep thy wonted ſtate, 


With even ſtep, and muſing gate, 


And looks commercing with the ſkies, | 
Thy rapt foul fitting in thine eyes: 
There held in holy paſſion ſtill, 


With a fad leaden downward caſt 


Thou fix them on the earth as faſt : 


And join with thee calm Peace, and Quiet, 
Spare Faſt, that oft with Gods doth diet, 
And hears the Muſes in a ring 


Ay round about Jove's altar ſing : 


And add to theſe retired Leiſure, 
That in trim gardens takes his pleaſure ; 


While yet there was no fear of Jove. 
Come penſive nun, devout and pure, 
Sober, ſtedfaſt, and demure, 
All in a robe of darkeſt grain, 
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While Cynthia checks her dragon-yoke, 

Gently o'er th' accuſtom'd oak ; 
Sweet bird that ſhunn'ſt the noiſe of folly, 
| Moſt muſical, moſt melancholy ! . 
Thee chantreſs oft the woods among 
I woo to hea! thy even-ſong; 
And miſſing thee, I walk unſeen 
On the dry ſmooth ſhaven green, 


e 
But firſt, and chiefeſt, with thee bring, 
Him _—_— — 


Guiding the ficry-wheeled throne, 
The cherub Contemplation z 


| And the mute Silence hiſs'd along, 


Leſe Philomel will deign a ſong, 
In her ſweeteſt, ſaddeſt plight, 


Smoothing the rugged brow of night, 


To behold the wand'ring moon, 


1 Riding near her higheſt noon, 
Like one that had been led aſtray 
Through the heav'n's wide pathleſs way, 


And oft, a, if her head ſhe bow'd, 


Sͤtoopiag through a fleecy cloud. 
Oft on a plat of riſing ground, 

1 hear the far-off Curfeu ſound, 
Over ſome wide-water'd ſhore, 


Swinging ſlow with ſullen roar ; 1 


Or if the air will not permit, 
Some ſtill removed place will fit, 3 
Where glowing embers through the room 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom 
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| Save the cricket on the hearth, 
Or the belman's drowſy charm, 
To bleſs the doors from nightly harm: 


Or let my lamp at midnight-hour, 


Be ſeen in ſome high lonely tow'r, 


Where I may oft out-watch the Bear, 


With thrice great Hermes, or unſphere 
The fpirit of Plato, to unfold = 
What worlds, or what vaſt regions hold 
The immortal mind that hath forſook 


Her manſion in this fleſhly nook : 


And of thoſe demons that are found 
In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 


Whoſe power hath a true conſent 


With planet, or with clement. 


Sometime let gorgeous tragedy 


In ſcepter'd pall come ſweeping by, 
| Preſenting Thebes, or Pelops' line, 


Or the tale of Troy divine, . 


Or what (though rare) of later age 


Ennobled hath the buſkin'd ſtage. 


But, O fad virgin, that thy power 


Might raiſe Muſzus from his bower, 
Or bid the ſoul of Orpheus ſing 


Such notes, as, warbled to the ſtring, 
Drew iron tears down Pluto's cheek, 
And made hell grant what love did ſeek. 

Dr call up him. that left half told | 
| The ſtory of Cambuſcan bold, 
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5 His flaring beams, me, Goddeſs, bring 5 


* 
That own'd the virtuous ring and 6 
And of the wondrous horſe of brals, 


On which the Tartar king did ride; 


And if ought elſe great bards beſide 
In ſage and ſolemn tunes have ſung, 


Of turneys and of trophies hung, 
Of foreſts, and inchantments drear, 


Where more is meant than meets the ear. 
Thus, Night, oft ſee me in thy pale career, 


Till civil- ſuited morn appear, 


Not trick d and frounc'd as ſhe was wont, 


Wich che Attic boy to hunt, 
But kercheft in a comely cloud, 


While rocking winds are piping loud, 
Or uſher'd with a ſhower ſtill, 


When the guſt hath blown his fill, 


Ending on the ruſtling leaves, 
With minute drops from off the eaves. 


And when the ſun begins to fling 


To arched walks of twilight groves, 


And ſhadows brown that Sylvan loves, 
Of pine, or monumental oak, 


Where the reds day öl 


* Was never heard the nymphs to daunt, 


Or fright them from their hallow'd haunt. 
There in cloſe covert by ſome brook, 


Where no profaner eye may look, | 
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Hide me from day's gariſh eye, 

While the bee with honied thigh, 
That at her flow'ry work doth ſing, 
And the waters murmuring 


With ſuch conſort as they keep, | 
Entice the dewy-feather'd ſleep ; | 


And let ſome firange myſterious dream 


Wave at his wings in airy ſtream 
Of lively portraiture diſplay d, 
Softly on my eye-lids laid. 


Above, about, or underneath, 
Sent by ſome ſpirit to mortals good, 


Or th' unſeen Genius of the wood. 


But let my due feet never fail 


| To walk the ſtudious cloyſters pale, 


And love the high embowed roof, 


With antic pillars maſſy proof, 
And ſtoried windows richly dight, 


rer. 


5 To the full-voic'd quire below, 


ervice high, and anthems clear, 


As may with ſweetneſs, through mine ear, 


Diſſolve me into ecſtaſies, 


And bring all heav'n before mine eyes, 


And may at laſt my weary age 


Find out the peaceful hermitage, 
Mihare | may G and rightly fell | 


And as I wake, ſweet muſic breathe 
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y | Of every far that heavin doth ſhew, 
And every herb that ſips the dew; 
Till old experience do attain 


Thus we falute thee with our early ſong, 
And welcome thee, and wiſh thee long. 


1 9 1 


To ſomething like prophetic ſtrain. 


Theſe pleaſures, Melancholy, give, 175 
And I with _ will chuſe to live, 


SONG. on May morning. 


OW the bright nenn le. day huts; 
Comes dancing from the eaſt, and leads with her 
The flow ry May, who from her green lap throws 


The yellow cowſlip, and the pale primroſe. 


Hail bounteous May, that doſt inſpire * 
Mirth, and youth, and warm deſire; 

Woods and groves are of thy dreſſing, 
Hill and dale doth boaſt thy bleſſing. 


I . 8 


A Sonnet. 75 CyR1ac SKINNER \ * 


* this three years day theſe eyes, PEPE dexr, 
To outward view, of blemiſh or of ſpot, ® 


* Cyriac Skinner was the ſon of William Skinner, Eſq; 


and grandſon of Sir Vincent Skinner, and his mother was 
daughter of the famous Lord Chief Juſtice Coke. Mr 
Wood relates, that he was one of Harrington's political 


club, and ſometimes held the chair ; and farther adds, 


chat he was à merchant's ſon of London, an inge 
young gentleman, and ſcholar to John Milton. 


C2 


tw] 
| Deen of light, their ſecing hare forgot, 


Nor to their idle orbs doth ſight appear 


b Of ſun, 8 


Or man, or woman. Yet 1 argue not 
Againſt Heav'n's hand or will, nor bate a jot 
Of heart or hope; but ſtill bear up, and ſteer 


4 wr onward. What ſupports me, doſt thou aſk? 


The conſcience, friend, to' have loſt them overply'd 
In liberty's defence, my noble taſk, 11 
Of which all Europe talks from ſide to ſide. 


This thought might lead me through the world's vain 


Content though blind, had 1 no better guide. [maſk, 
1 | . 5 AN | 


as Exod. 1 ili. 14. 2 that I an. 


Written 1688, as an Exerciſe at $ Jous's s | 


Callege, CANSREIDGE. 


I. 
AN! fooliſh man! 
Scarce know'ſt thou how thyſelf ha; 
Scarce haſt thou thought enough to prove thou art; 


Te lect'd with ſtudy'd boldneſs, thou dar'ſt try 
| To ſend thy doubting reaſon's dazzled eye 5 
2H Through the myſterious gulf of vaſt Immenſity. 


"wx 
Much thou canſt there diſcern, much thence impart. s 
Vain Wretch! ſuppreſs thy knowing pride; 
Mortify thy learned luſt : 4 3 
Vain are thy thoughts, 2 5 
II. 17 
Let Wit her fails, her cars let Wikdain lend; 
The helm let politic Experience guide : 
Yet ceaſe to hope thy ſhort-liv'd bark ſhall ride 
Down ſpreading fate's unnavigable tide. | 
What though ſtill it farther tend? 15 
Still 'tis farther from its end: 1915 
|. And in the boſom of thet Wunde fol, 

Still nds its error lengthen with ts way. 

UI. : 
With daring pride and inſolent delight - 
Jour doubts refolv'd you boaſt, your labours ound; 
And, "EYPHKA ! np ES 21 
Incomprehenſible and infinite. 
But is he therefore found? Vain ſearcher! no: 
Leet your imperfect definition ſhow, 
That nothing you, the weak 2 know. 25 
IV. 8 

Say, why ſhould the collected main 
It ſelf within itſelf contain? 
Why to its caverns ſhould it ſometimes creep, 
And with delighted ſilence fleep ot ol Bom 
On the lov'd boſom of its parent deep? 20 
Why ſhould its num'rous waters ſtay 
| In comely diſcipline, and fair array, 
TW winds and tides exert ther high command ? | 


tw] 
Then prompt and ready to obey, 
Why do the riſing ſurges ſpread 
Stir cp'uing ranks o'er carth's ſubmiſſive head, 
Marching thro' l oa 


35 
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With meaſur d ſteps his radiant journeys run? 

Why does he order the diurnal hours 49 
To leave earth's other part and riſe in ours? 
Why does he wake the correſpondent moon, 

And fill her willing lamp with liquid light, 
Commanding her with delegated pow'rs = 


| To beautify the world, 8 45 


Why does each animated ſtar 
i Love the loſt limits of its proper ſphere? 
Why does each conſenting ſign 
With prudent harmony combine £ 
In turns to move, and ſubſequent appear, 50 
6 ans, and regulate the year ? 
= - 1 
Plan does with dangerous curioſity 
Thoſe unfathom'd wonders try: 
With fancy d rules and arbitrary laws 
Matter and motion he reſtrains; 55 
And ſtudied lines and fictious circles draws : 
Then with imagin'd ſovereignty 
Lord of his new HypoTHEs15 he reigns. 
He reigns : How long ? Till ſome uſurper riſe; 
And he too, mighty thoughtful, mighty wiſe, 60 
Studies new lines, and other circles feigns. 


£ 23'1 
YN From this laſt til again what knowledge flows? 
og 1 Juſt as much, perhaps, as ſhows, 


That all his predeceſſor's rules _- 
Were empty cant, all Jan con of the ſchools ; 65 = 
That he on t' other's ruin rears his throne ; | 
| And ſhows his friend's miſtake, and Chance conffoms 
his mn. | 
e | 3 vu. 
— 1 b 
Mountainous heaps of wonders riſe; 
Whoſe tow'ring ſtrength will ne er ſubmit 70 
To reaſon's batteries, or the mines of wit: 
15 Yet ſtill inquiring, ſtill miſtaking man, 
Each hour repuls'd, each hour dare onward preſs ;/ 
And levelling at GOD his wand'ring guels, 
| (That feeble engine of his reaſoning war. r= 
Which guides his doubts, and combats his deſpair), 
E Laws to his Maker the learn'd wretch can give; 
RR Can bound that nature, and preſcribe that will, 
Whoſe pregnant word did either ocean fill: 
Can tell us whence all BE1NGs are, and how they : 


move and hve. , 80 
| Thro' either ocean, fooliſh man 
„ That pregnant word ſent forth again, 


Might to a world extend each ATOM S y 
For every drop call forth a ſea, a heav'n for every 


re17 


* CO wanker Kd: ; 83 
Aud only lift thy ſtaggering reaſon up 
To trembling CaLvazr's aſtoniſh'd top; | 

Tz Then mock thy knowledge, and confound thy pride, [ 
Explaining how perfection ſuffer d pain, — Conn 
Almighty languiſh'd, and Eternal dy'd: 90 
How by her patient Victor death was ſlain 
And earth profan'd, yet bleſs'd with Deicide. 
— 4a down : 
Lo, reverently low, 95 
Make thy ſtubborn knowledge bow ; _ 
| Weep out thy reaſon's, and thy body's eyes; | 

8 Deject thyſelf, that thou mayſt riſe ; 

Tv look to bern, be blind to all below. 

X. 

Ten faith, for reaſon's glimmering light, ſhall give 1 
Her immortal perſpeftive; 11 
And grace's preſence nature's lob retrieve ; : 
Then thy enliven'd foul ſhall ſee, | 
That all the volumes of philoſophy, — 
Wich all their comments, never could invent 15 
So politic an inſtrument, — 5 
To reach the heav'n of heav'ns, the high abode, 
Where Moses places his myſterious GOD, 
As was that ladder which old Jacos rear'd, 0 
When light divine had human darkneſs clear do 1 10 


And his enlarg'd ideas found the road, 


Which faith had dictated, and angels trod. 
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FRAGMENTS of ORPHEUS. | 


Quit prius dt fun paremis 
Laudibis ? —— 
Qui mare et terras variihue cue. 
Temperat horis* 
Und of min gram ht 
Nec viget quicquam _—_ aut kenden Horn. 


INTRODUCTION 
To the following ODE. 


Hat the praiſes of the 1 which i 
the fitteſt ſulject for the ſublime way of writing, © 
wat the moſt ancient uſe of poetry, cannot be learned 
from a more proper inflance, next to examples of holy © GC 
_ qaurit, than from the Greek fragments of Orpheus ; a 
relic of great antiquity : they contain ſeveral verſes 
concerning God, and his making and governing the u- 
niverſe ; which, though impenſect, have many noble 
hints and hfty expreſſions. Yet whether theſe verſes 
were indeed written by that celebrated father of poetry j 
and muſic, who . preceded Homer, or by Onomacritus Beg 
uo lived about the time of Piſiſtratus, and only n- 
ain ſome of the deftrines of Orpheus, is a queſtion of 
the ue or importance, ; 
Arge paraphraſe of theſe in French verſe has 8 
_ prefixed to the tranſlation of Phocylides, but in a flat Ane 
Pyle, much inferior to the deſign. The following ode, But 
with many alterations and additions proper to a modern 
Poem, it attempted upon the ſame madel, in a language Ane 
which, having fironger ſincus than the French, is, by 
' the confeſſun of their beſt critic * mare capable of . 
* — 1 Fro 


8 
To THE 
CREATOR of the Wo R 1 p. 
4 


\ Muſe anfcign'd 1 ! O true celeſtial fire, 
Brighter than that which rules the day, 


Deſcend ! ! a mortal tongue inſpire, 


Io ſing ſome great immortal lay ; | 
Begin, and ſtrike aloud the conſecrated lyre? 8 
Hence ye profane! be far away 5 
Hence all ye impious ſlaves that bow 
To. idol luſts, or altars raiſe, 3 
And to falſe heroes give fantaſtic praiſe ! [Oo we! 
And hence ye gods, who to a crime your ſpurious beings 
But hear, O keav'n, and earth, and ſeas profound 
Hear, ye unfathom'd deeps below, 
And let your echoing vaults repeat the ſound ; 
Let nature, trembling all around, 
| Attend her Maſter's awful name, 15 
From whom heav'n, earth, and ſeas, and all the wide 
Creation came ! | 
N 
He ſpoke we great . and Light, 
Heu n 's 9 and faireſt child, 


[8] 
Flaſh'd in the louring face of ancient night, 19 
And, pleas'd with its own birth, e N. 
The ſons of morning, on the wing 9 
. Hov'ring, in choirs his praiſes ſing, 


When from th' unbounded vacuous ſpace 

2 A beauteous riſing world they faw ; 

| When nature ſhew'd her yet-unfiniſh'd face, 2 
And motion took th' eſtabliſh'd law 

To roll the various globes on high ; | 
When time was taught his infant wings to try, 

ts Denies a | 


| Supreme, ads, fill the fame ! 30 
Tis he, the great inſpiring Mind, 1 
2 That animates and moves this univerſal frame, 
Preſent at once in all, and by no place confin'd. 
Not heav'n itſelf can bound his ſway, f 
2 th' untravell'd limits of the ky, 35 
Inviſible to mortal eye 8 
le dwells in uncreated day. 
Without beginning, without end; tis he 
| That fills th unmeaſur'd growingorb of vaſt —ę 
3 
| What power but his can rule che changeful main, 
And wake the ſleeping ſtorm, or its loud — | 
When winds their gather 'd forces try, 
And the chaf d ocean proudly ſwells in vain, 
His voice reelaims th' impetuous roar ; = 
In murm'ring tides th' abated billows fly, 45. 


\ 


19 


þ 
L 
. . * 2 
by 
3 45 
5 
2 p 
WT - - - 
* 
20 


br | 


nain, 
rain? 


» be. 
. * x 

! 2 

4 3 4 
8 


[wy 1 


And the ſpent tempeſt dies upon the ſhore, 
The meteor world is his, bun vy fide, 
The moulded hail, the feather d ſhow; 


| The ſummer breeze, the ſoft refreſhing ſhow'r, 
The looſe- divided cloud, and many-eolour'd bow; 


The crooked lightning darts around, 1 $8 1 
His fovereign orders to fulfil ; EY _— 
The ſhooting flame obeys th eternal will, 
Lanch'd from his hand, inſtructed where to kill, 
F — — 
V. | 

Yet pleas d to bleſs indulgent to fupply, 56 
Ne, with a father's tender care, 
Supports the num'rons family 


That peoples earth, and fea, and air. 


From natare's giant · race, th enormous elephant, 60 Eo 


Down to the inſect worm and creeping ant; 
From tl eagle, fov'reigh 2 211 
To each inferior feather d brood ; 

From crowns and purple majeſty 247: 50 
To humble ſhepherds on rhe plains, 65 
His hand unſeen divides to all their food, ' 
And the whole world of lie latin. 
VI. 
At one wide view his eye ſurveys 
His works, in ev'ry diſtant clime : 3 
_ He ſhifts the ſeaſons, months, and an co ³ 
The ſhort-liv'd offspring of revolving time ; * 
Hy turns they die, by turns are bon; 
Now cheerful ſpring the circle leads, / 


[9] 


And ſtrows with flow'rs the ſmiling meads ; 


Gay Jummer next, whom ruſſet robes adorn, 7 5 
And waving fields of yellow corn ; 


Then autumn, who with laviſh ſtores the lap of nature 


5 ſpreads; 
Decrepit winter, tad in the dance, | 
(Like feeble age oppreſs d with pain) 
A heavy ſeaſon does maintain, 960 
Wich driving ſnows, and winds, and rain; — 
Til ſpring recruited to advance, 
The various year rolls round again. 
4.4 —_— 

But who, thou great Ador'd ! who can withſtand 
The terrors of thy lifted hand, WY 
When long provok'd, thy wrath awakes, 

And conſcious nature to her centre ſhakes ? | 
Rais'd by thy voice, the thunder flies, 

_ Hurling pale fear and wild confuſion round, 

How dreadful is th inimitable ſound, 90 


The ſhock of earth and ſeas, and labour of the {ics ! 


Then where's Ambition's haughty creſt ? 
Where the gay head of wanton Pride? 
See tyrants fall, and wiſh the op'ning ground 
Would take them quick to ſhades of reſt, 95 
And in their common parent's breaſt 
From thee their bury'd forms for ever hide ; 


In vain——for all the elements conſpire, 


The ſhatter'd earth, the ruſhing 1 
TLTempeſtuous air, and raging fire, 100 
To puniſh vile mankind, and fight for thee ; 


[ Ir ] 


Nor death itſelf can intercept the blow, 
1 Eternal is the guilt, and without end the wo. 
VEL © 
O cyrus! Alexander! Julius ! all TS 
8 f Te mighty lords that ever rul'd this ball! 105 
. Once gods of earth, the living deſtinies 


| That made a hundred nations bow! 
4 Where's your extent of empire now, 
”" 2 Say where preſerv'd your phantom glory les? 
eCuan braſs the fleeting thing ſecure? 110 
Enſhrin'd in temples does it ſtay ? 
Or in huge amphitheatres endure 
The rage of rolling time, and ſcorn decay? 
Ah no] the mould'ring monuments of fame 
| Your vain deluded hopes betray, 115 

Nor ſhew th' ambitious founder's name, 

Nd with yourſelves in the ſame mals of clay. 

— 
I Proceed, my muſe ! Time 's waſting thread purſue, 
„ And ſee at laſt th' unravell'd clue, 
; When cities fink, and kingdoms are no more, 120 
And weary nature ſhall her work give o'er, 
Behold th' almighty Judge on high! 
dee in his hand the book of fate ! 
3 Myriads of ſpirits fill the ſky, 
— I' attend, with dread ſolemnity, 11 5 
The world's laſt ſcene, and time's concluding date. . 
The feeble race of ſhort-liv'd vanity, 
0 And ſickly pomp at once ſhall die; | 

% | Foul guilt to midnight-caves will ſhrink away, 

" Look back, and tremble in her flight, 130 
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Surrounded with the vengeance of that day. 
How will ye then, ye impious, ſcape your doom, 

Self-judg'd, abandon'd, overcome ? 


Your clouds of painted bliſs ſhall melt before your ſight, 


Nor hope more ſolid bliſs r' obtain, 
Nor once repeat the joys you knew before; 
But figh a long eternity of pain, AW 


Tols'd a 2 an occan of deſire, yet never find 3 


X. 
| But fre where the mild ſovereign ſits prepar'd 
His better ſubjects to reward SEP 
Where am I now! what pow'r divine 
Tranſports me ! what immortal ſplendours ſhine ! 


Torrents of glory that oppreſs the ſight ! 346 


What joys, celeſtial King ! thy throne ſurround ! 
The ſun, who with thy borrow'd beams fo bright, 
Sces not his peer in all the ſtarry round, 
Would here diminiſh'd fade away, 


Like his pale ſiſter of the night, 150 


When ſhe reſigns her delegated light, 
Ry one of Sap. 
Then, Muſe, th' advent'rous Right forbear ! 


Theſe myſtic ſcenes thou canſt no farther trace; 155 : 


Hope may ſome boundleſs future bliſs embrace. 
But what, or when, or how, or where, 
Are mazes all, which fancy runs in vain : 


The vaſt immeaſurable thought contin. 166 


1 1 RY 
2 is * \ 


55 


i Accipiant, alp. vias et Aare monſtrent. 


THE 


* ET 8 2 A 2 v. 


EE 
o © 2 


Me vero 8 dulces ante omnia muſe 


VIS. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Sim hs peter dia hes ahi. 


ing poem was begun on the model of a Latin ode of 
Caſimir, entitled E rebus humanis exccfſus ; from 
which it is plain that Cow LEY likewiſe took the firſt 


int of his ode called the ECSTASY. The former 
part therefore is chiefly an imitation of that ode, 


though with conſiderable variations, and the addition 
of the whole ſecond ſtanza, except the firſt three lines: 


but the plan itſelf ſeeming capable of a further in- 


provement, the latter part, which attempts a ſbort 


_ view ef the heavens, — to the modern phile- 


fophy, is entirely original, and not feunded en any 


thing in the Latin author. 


E 
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3 
Leave — s low ſphere. 
Ye winds and clouds, come lift me high, 
And on your airy pinions bear 
Swift through the regions of the ſky. 
What lofty mountains downward fly ! 5 
And lo, how wide a ſpace of air 
Extends new proſpects to my eye ! 
The gilded fanes reflecting light, 
And royal palaces as bright, — 
[ (The rich abodes 10 
5 of heav'nly and of earthly Gods), = 
| Retire apace; whole cities too 
\., Decreaſe beneath my riſing view. 
And now far off the rolling globe appears e 
Its ſcatter'd nations I furvey, 15 
And all the maſs of earth and ſea; 
Oh object well deſerving tear? 
Capricious ſtate of things below, (know 


That changeful from their birth no fix'd duration 
7 3 5 
Here new-built towns aſpiring high, 20 
Aſcend, with lofty turrets crown'd, 
| There others fall, and mould'ring lie, 
Obſcure, — 


10 
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| Palmyra's far-extended waſte 1 ® 


(Once Tadmor, ancient in renown), ng - 


Her marble heaps by the wild Arab ſhown, 


Still load with uſeleſs pomp the ground. 
But where is lordly Babylon? where now 
Lifts ſhe to heav'n her giant-brow ? 5 
Where does the wealth of Nineveh abound ? 30 
Or where's the pride of Afric's ſhore ? 
Is Rome's great rival then no more? 
1a Rome herſelf behold th' extremes of fate, 
Her ancient greatneſs ſunk, her modern boaſted ſtate! 
See her luxurious palaces ariſe 9 
With broken arches mix d between! — 
And hear what ſplendid domes poſſeſs the ſkies 1 
And their old temples open to the day, 
Their walls o'ergrown with moſs diſplay © 
And columns, awful in decay, 3 |} 


Rear up their roofleſs heads to form the various ſcene. 


GU 
Around the ſpace of earth I turn my eye; 
But where's the region free from wo ? 
Where ſhall the muſe one little ſpot deſery 3 
The ſeat of happineſs below? at 
Here peace would all its joys diſpenſe, 
The vines and olives unmoleſted grow, 
But lo! a purple peſftilence 
npeoples cities, ſweeps the plains, | 
Whilſt vainly through deſerted fields 50 
Her unreap'd harveſts Ceres yields, 
And at the noon of day a midnight ſilence * 
. E 2 


* 1 


fog — : — 
And pleas'd each other to devour, 53 1 
The mad poſſeſſors ruſh to arms. 

I ſee, I ſee them from afar, 

1 view diſtin the mingled war! 

I ſee the charging ſquadrons preſt 
Hand to hand, and breaſt to breaſt. 60 
Deſtruction, like a vulture, hovers nigh; 

0 Lur'd with the hope of human blood, 

She hangs upon the wing, uncertain where to fly, | ; 

But licks her drowthy jaws, and waits the promis d 

Here cruel Diſcord takes a wider ſcene, * 

To exerciſe more unrelenting rage ; 

Appointed fleets their numerous pow'rs engage, 

Wich ſcarce a ſpace of fea between. 

Hark: what a brazen burſt of thunder 
Rends the elements aſunder! 

_ _ Aﬀrighted Ocean flies the roar, 

And drives the billows to the diſtant ſhore ; 

The diſtant ſhore, 

That ſuch a ſtorm ne'er felt before, 
Tranſmits it to the rocks around : , ; > BY 
The rocks and W the rolling 
TE found. * 


ow 


tw) 
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bu Still 3 
1 Bchold convulfive earthquakes chere 
4 ſhatter'd land in pieces tear, 
And ancient cities ſink, and ſudden mountains ne! 
Thro' opening mines th aſtoniſn d wretches go, vi q 
3 Hurry'd to unknown depths below. 5 
GO I be bury'd ruin ſleeps; and nought remains, 
. But duſt above and deſert plains, . 
Voleſs ſome ſtone this fad inſcription wear, 385 
Kais'd by ſome future traveller, 


Fa | The prince, his people, and his * * 
N One common tomb contains. 
VI. 
65 Again, behold where ſeas, diſdaining bound, 
O'er the firm land uſurping ride, 90 


And bury ſpacious towns beneath their ſweeping tide. 
Daſh'd with the ſudden flood the vaulted * ; 
SEL. 
160 Waves roll'd on waves, deep burying deep, lift 
high 
A wat'ry monument, in which 
The courts and cottages together 8 95 
| E'en now the floating wreck I ſpy, 

i. And the wide ſurface far around 
ing With ſpoils of plunder'd countries crown A. 

I Such, Belgia, was the ravage and affright, 
When late thou faw'ſt thy ancient foe 100 
|, Swell o'er thy digues, oppos'd in van, 
With deadly rage, and riſing in its might 


[ $8 ] 


Pour down ſuift ruin on thy plains below. = 

Thus fire, and air, and carth, and main, N 

A never ceaſing fight maintain, 109 | 
Whit cnn every fide is fave to loſe ; Fe..." 
And fate has furniſh'd out th' Rage of life 
Wich war, misfortune, and with ftrife : | 

Till death the curtain * Gs ſcene of | 
woes. 
But why do I delay my flight ? =: 
Or on ſuch gloomy objects gaze ? W 


I go to realms ſerene with ever- living light. 1 
Haſte, clouds and whiclwinds, haſte a raptur d bard 
. to raiſe; I 
Mount me ſublime along the ſhining way, 
Where planets, in pure ſtreams of æther drivin, 
Sim thro” the blue expanſe of heavn. 116 An 
And lo! th' obſequious clouds and winds obey! 
And lo ! again the nations downwards ly, 
And wide-ſtretch'd kingdoms periſh from my eye, * 
Heav'n ! what bright viſions now ariſe! 120 
What opening worlds my raviſh'd ſenſe ſurpriſe ! 
| I paſs cerulean gulfs, and now behold 

= New ſolid globes their weight, ſelt-balanc'd, bear, 

Unpropt amidſt the fluid air, 

And all, around the central fun, in circling eddies 
„ „ 
Vnequal in their 8 ſee they advance, T7 

Aud form ps dance! —_ 


10 
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Here the pale moon, whom che ſame laws ordain 
1 obey the earth, and rule the main; 
Her ſpots no more in ſhadowy ſtreaks appear; 
But lakes inſtead, and groves of trees, 131 
The wond'ring muſe tranſported ſees, | 
And their tall heads diſcover'd mountains rear. 
And now once more I downward caſt my ſight, 
When lo! the earth, a larger moon, diſplays 135 
Far off, amidſt the heav'ns, her ſilver face, 
And to her ſiſter-moon by turns gives light 


Her ſeas are * ſpots. ber land a 2 white, 


E 

What pow'r 23 my courſe aan upwards 
guides, 
Where Mars is ſeen his ruddy rays to throw. 140 
 Thro' heatleſs ſkies that round him ſeem to glow ? 


7; And where remoter Jove o'er his four moons preſides ? 


And now I urge my way more a, 
Unpierc'd by Saturn's chilling cold, 


And paſs his planetary guards, and his * ring 


bcehold. 145 
Here the ſun's beams fo faintly play, 
The mingled ſhades almoſt extinguiſh day. 
His rays reverted, hence the fire withdraws, 
For here his wide dominions end; 
And other ſuns, that rule by other hwy, 150 
Hither their bordering realms extend. 


[ ©] 

And now far off thro' the blue vacant borne, 
I reach at laſt the milky road, 

Once thought to lead to Jove's ſupreme abode, 


| Where ſtars, profuſe in heaps, heav'n's glittering | ; 
heights adorn. "O33 1 


Loſt i in each other's ne ighb'ring rays, 


F hey undiſtinguiſh'd ſhine in one promiſcuous blaze, 


So thick the lucid gems are ſtrown, 
As if tlv' almighty Builder here 


Laid up his ſtores for many a ſphere 160 | 


In deſtin'd worlds, as yet unknown. 
HNaither the nightly-wakeful ſwain, 
That guards his folds upon the plain, 
Oft turns his gazing ny: 


iy Yet marks no ſtars, but o'er his head 165 | 


Bcholds the ſtreamy twilight ſpread, 
Like diſtant morning in the ſkies ; 


And wonders from what ſource its — ſplen. | 


dours riſe, 5 
But lo what's this I ſee appear? 


It ſeems far off a pointed flame; 170 8 


From earth- wards too the ſhining meteor came. 
How ſwift it climbs th aëreal ſpace! 
And now it traverſes each ſphere, 
And ſeems ſome living gueſt, familiar to the place. 


Tis He — as I approach more near 175 


The great Columbus of the ſkies I know ! 
_ *Tis NEwToN's foul, that daily travels here 
In ſearch of knowledge for mankind below. 
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© ſtay, thou happy ſpirit; ſuy, 

And lead me on thro! all th” unbeaten wilds of day; 
As when the Sybil did Rome's father guide 181 
Safe thro' the downward roads of night, 

And in Elyſium bleſs'd his ſight 

With views till then to mortal eye deny d. 
Here let me thy companion ſtray, 188 
From orb to orb, and now behold 55 
VUnnumber d ſuns, all ſeas of molten gold; 

And trace each comet's wand'ring way, 
And now deſcry light's fountain-head, 
And meaſure its deſcending ſpeed; 190 

Or learn how ſun- born colours riſe — 
In rays diſtin, and in the ſkies 
Blended in yellow radiance flow, | 
Or this a n or ſtreak the wat'ry bow; 
Or now diffus'd their beanteous tinctures ſhed 


u ei planers riſing hills, and ev'ry vert mad. 
plen· | 1 


2 


Thus, ra rais d ſublime on Contemplation's wings, 1 19 7 


Freſh wonders I would till explore, 
Still the great Maker's pow'r adore, 
Loſt in the thought— nor ever more 200 
Return to earth, and earthly things; = 


But here with native freedom take my flight, 


An inmate of the heav'ns, adopted into light ! 
So for a while the royal eagle's brood — 
In his low neſt ſecurely lies, 205 

Amid the darkneſs of the ſhelt'ring wood, | 
Yet there with inbred vigour hopes the ſkies: 


Til fledg'd with wings full-grown, and bold to riſe. 
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„ i har'n t0 have'y apes, 


RT 210 
With bis bumbler birth diſdains, 
And bes the tmader ts 6 een ths. 


For St CEciL14's Day at Oxronv. 
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| Ta choirs of warbling ſeraphims 
' Known and diſtinguil's from the el, 


| Attend, harmonious ſaint ! and fee 5 


Thy vocal ſons of harmony; 
Attend, harmonious faint ! and hear our pars 
Enliven all our earthly airs, 


Tune ev'ry firing and ev'ry tongue. 
„„ 
1 
Let all Cecilaes praiſe proclaim, 
Employ the echo in her name. 
Hark how the flutes and trumpets raiſe, 


vs 


At bright Cecilia's name, their lays ; 15 


The organ labours in her praiſe. 


2 


e | 


1 


The work of ev'ry ſkilful tongue, 
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| Cecilia's name does all our numbers grace; | 
From ev'ry voice the tuneful accents fly, 


In ſoaring trebles now it riſes high, 


And now it ſinks, and dwells upon the baſe. 


Cecilia's name through all the notes we ſing, 


The ſound of ev'ry trembling ſtring, 
. 
III. 
For ever conſecrate the day, 
To muſic and Cecilia; 


Muſic, the greateſt good that mortals know, 8 


And all of heav'n we have below. 
Muſic can noble hints impart, 


Engender fury, kindle love ; 


With unſuſpected cloquence can move, Z 
And manage all the man with ſecret art. 


— When Orphens fries Gas wonkllng hams, = 
The ſtreams ſtand till, the ſtones admire ; 


The liſt ning ſavages advance, 
The wolf and lamb around him trip. 
The bears in awkward meaſures leap, 

And tygers mingle in the dance. | 
The moving woods attended as he play'd, 
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8 
Mukc religious heats hüben 
It wakes the foul, and lifts it high, 
And wings it with ſublime deſires, | 
Aud its it to beſpeak the Deity, 
F 2 


25 
1 


35 


14 1 
T' Almighty liſtens to a tuneful tongue, 
| And ſeems well-pleas'd and courted with a ſong. 
Soft moving ſounds and heav'nly airs | 
Give force to evry word, and recommend our pray 
When time itſelf ſhall be no more, 
And all things in confuſion hurt'd, 50 | 
Muſic ſhall then exert its pow'r, — 
And ſound ſurvive the ruins of the world: 
| Then faints and angels ſhall agree 
In one eternal jubilee: : TT 
All heav'n ſhall echo with their hymns divine, 1 
And God himſelf with pleaſure ſee 5 
nnn 
5 nes 
Conſecrate the place and day, ” 
To muſic and Cecilia. | 
Let no rough winds approach, nor dare 60 
Invade the hallow'd bounds, 
Nor rudely ſhake the tuneful air, 


] 
Nor ſpoil the fleeting ſounds. 1 
Nor mournful ſigh nor groan be heard, _— 
| 
{ 
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hut gladneſs dwell on every tongue; 63 
Whilſt all, with voice and ftrings prepar'd, _ 
Keep up the loud harmonious ſong, 
And imitate the bleſs'd above, 
In joy, and harmony, and love. 


5. 


60 


65 


Nor tans, her ungrateful ſons to pleaſe, 
For their advantage facrifice your eaſe ; 


LETTER from ITALY, 
To the Right Honourable | He 


CuaRLEs Lord HALIFAX. Þ 
In the year MDCCI. 


Salve magna parens frugum Saturnia tellus, 
Magna virim ! tibi res antique laudis et artis 

Adgredier, ſanftes ailſus recludere fontes. 
. Geor. 2. 


ie 2006. arp Lend, ths coed Bt 
And from Britannia's public poſts retire, 


Me into foreign realms my fate conveys, 5 


Through nations fruitful of immortal lays, 


Where the ſoft ſeaſon and inviting clime 
Conſpire to trouble your repoſe with rhyme. 
For whereſoe er I turn my raviſh'd eyes, 


Say gilded ſcenes and ſhining proſpects rile, 10 


Poetic fields encompaſs me around, 


And ill 1 ſeem to tread on claſſic ground; 


For here the muſe ſo oft her harp has firung, = 
That not not a mountain rears its head unſung, | 


46 1 


© Renown'd in verſe each ſhady thicket grows, 15 
And cri fiream in heavenly numbers flows. | 


How am 1 pleas'd to ſearch the hills and woods 


For riſing ſprings and celebrated floods! 


To view the Nar, tumuſtuous in his courſe, 


e 


To ſee the Mincio draw his wat'ry ſtore 


Ez Through the long windings of a fruitful ſore, 


And hoary Albula's infected tide. 
| Ofer the warm bed of ſmoking ſulphur glide. 


Eridanus through flowery meadows ſtray, 
The king of floods ! that rolling o'er the plains 
The tow'ring Alps of half their moiſture drains, 


And proudly ſwol'n with a whole winter's ſnows, 
Diſtributes wealth and plenty where he flows. 39 


ä 


I look for ſtreams immortaliz'd in ſong, 

That loſt in ſilence and oblivion lie, 
(Dumb are cheir fountains and their channels dry), 
Yet run for ever by the muſe's ſkill, 35 


And in the ſmooth deſcription murmur till. 
Sometimes to gentle Tiber I retire, 

And the fam'd river's empty ſhores admire, 

That deſtitute of ſtrength derives its courſe 


Fir'd with a thouſand raptures I ſurrex 25 


5 
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From thrifty urns and an unfruitful ſource ; 40 


Vet ſung ſo often in poetic lays, 


With ſcorn the Danube and the Nile ſurveys: 
So high the deathleſs muſe exalts her theme! 
Such was the Boin, a poor inglorious ſtream, 
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Where - e er the hero's godlike acts can pierce, 
Or where the fame of an immortal verſe. 


That ſhun the coaſt of Britain's ſtormy iſle, 


| Here kindly warmth their mounting juice ferments 


6 4 1 


OT ET 


Till by your lines and Nafſau's ſword renown'd, = 


Its riſing billows through the world reſound, 


CY 


Oh could the muſe my raviſh'd breaſt inſpire 


With warmth like yours, and raiſe an equal fire, 
Unnumber'd beauties in my verſe ſhould ſhine, 
And Virgll's Italy ſhould yield to mine! 


See how the golden groves around me ſmile, s 


Or when tranſplanted and preſerv d with care, 5 
Curſe the cold clime, and ſtarve in northern air. 


To nobler taſtes, and more exalted ſcents: 60 
2 arg hnyoby, . v -  <ooag 
And trodden weeds fend out a rich perfume. 


Bear me, ſome God, to Baia's gentle feats, 
Or cover me in Umbria's green retreats ; 


Where weſtern gales eternally reſide, 6g 
And all the ſeaſons laviſh all their pride : | 
Bloſſoms, and fruits, and flowers together riſe, 
And the whole year in gay confuſion lies. 
Immortal glories in my mind revive, 


And in my foul a thouſand paſſions ſtrive, 70 


— 1 ery 


Magnificent in piles of ruin lie. 
An amphitheatre's amazing height 


Hee fs my de with cer nd det, 


FAY 7 
That on its public hows unpeopled Rowe, 


And held uncrouded nations in its womb : 
Here pillars rough with ſculpture pierce the ſkies : | 
And here the proud triumphal arches riſe, = 
Where the old Romans deathleſs acts diſplay'd, 


Their baſe degen'rate progeny upbraid : 90 | 


Whole tivers here forſake the fields below, [flow. 


And wond'ring at their height through airy channels 


Still to new ſcenes my wand ring muſe retires, = 
And the dumb ſhow of breathing rocks admires ; 


And ſoften d into fleſh the rugged ſtone. 

In ſolemn filence, a majeſtic band, it 
Heroes, and Gods, ls Oe Rnd, 
Stern tyrants, whom their cruelties renown, 
And emperors in Parian marble frown; 90 
While the bright dames, to whom they humbly ſu'd, 
Still ſhow the charms that their proud hearts ſubdu'd. 
Fain would I Raphael's godlike art rehearſe, | of 
| And ſhow th immortal labours in my verſe, 


| Where from the mingled firength of ſhade and light A 


A new creation riſes to my ſight, 96 
Such heav'nly figures from his pencil flow, 
So warm with life his blended colours glow. 

From theme to theme with ſecret pleaſure toſt, 


Here pleaſing airs my raviſh'd foul confound 
With circling notes and labyrinths of ſound ; 


| hes Here domes and temples rife in diſtant views, 


— op * — invite my muſe, 


Where the ſmooth chiſſel all its force has ſhown, 8 5 * 


Press m» © » wy i tb att. 


Amidſt the ſoft variety I'm loſt: 100 


oo 
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How has kind heav'n adorn'd the happy land, 


And ſcatter d bleſſings with a waſteful hand 106 
But what avail her unexhauſted ſtores, 


Her blooming mountains, and her ſunny ſhores, 
With all the gifts that heav'n and earth impart, 


The ſmiles of nature, and the charms of art, 110 
While proud oppreſſion in her valleys reigns 
And tyranny uſurps her happy plains ? 

The poor inhabitant beholds in vain 

The redd'ning orange and the fwelling grain: 
| Joyleſs he ſees the growing oils and wines, 115 
And in the myrtle's fragrant ſhade repines: 1 


Starves, in the midſt of nature's bounty curſt, 
And in the loaden vineyard dies for thirſt. 


oh Liberty, thou goddeſs heav'nly bricht, 
 Profuſe of bliſs, and pregnant with delight! 120 
Eternal pleaſures in thy preſence reign, 5 


And ſmiling plenty leads thy wanton train: 


Eas'd of her load ſubjection grows more light, 


And poverty looks cheerful in thy fight; _ 


| Thou mak'ſt the gloomy face of nature gay, 125 


Giv'ſt beauty to the ſun, and pleaſure to the day. 
Thee, goddeſs, thee Britannia's iſle adores ; 
How has ſhe oft exhauſted all her ſtores, 


| How oft in fields of death thy preſence ſought, 
Nor thinks the mighty prize too dearly bought! 


On foreign mountains may the ſun refine 131 


Tbe grape's foft juice, and mellow ir to wine, 


With citron groves adorn a diſtant foil, 


And the fat olive ſwell with floods of oil: 


1 
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We envy not the warmer clime, that lies 136 


In ten degrees of more indulgent ſkies, 
Nor at the coarſeneſs of our heav'n repine, 
Tho? o'er our heads the frozen Pleiads ſhine : 
"Tis liberty that crowns Britannia's iſle, [ſmile, 
And makes her barren rocks and her bleak mountains 
| Others with tow ring piles may pleaſe the ſight, 
And in their proud aſpiring domes delight; 

A nicer touch to the ſtretch'd canvas give, 

Or teach their animated rocks to live : 


_ Tis Britain's care to watch o'er Europe's fate, 145 | 


And hold in balance each contending ſtate, 
To threaten bold preſumptuous kings with war, 
And anſwer her afflifted neighbour's pray'r. 
The Dane and Swede, rous'd up by _ alarms, 
Bleſs the wiſe conduct of her pious arms 
Soon as her fleets appear, 41 | 
And all the northern world lies huſh'd in peace. 
Tir ambitious Gaul beholds with ſecret dread | 4 
Her thunder aim'd at his aſpiring head, 


And fain her godlike ſons would diſunite 155 ZE 


By foreign gold, or by domeſtic fpite ; 

But ſtrives in vain to conquer or divide, 

Whom Naſſau's arms defend, and counſels guide. 

Fir'd with the name, which I ſo oft have found 

I The diſtant climes and different tongues reſound, 

I bridle in my ſtruggling muſe with pain, 16 

That longs to launch into a bolder ſtrain. 

But I've already troubled you too long, 

Nor dare attempt a more advent 'rous ſong. 


150 
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Their brows with roſes and with apres bound. 


1 


My humble verſe demands a ſofter heme, 163 
A painted meadow, or a purling ſtream; _ 


Unfit for heroes ; whom immortal lays, 


_ — 3 hond priſe, 
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POWER or MUSIC. 


1 An ODE, in honour of St CECILIA's Da v. 


* | A 


Pr, at the royal feaſt, for Perſia won, 


By Philip's warlike fon ; 
Aloft in awful ſtate 
The godlike hero fat | 
On his imperial throne : 
His valiant Peers were plac'd around ; 


(So ſhould deſert in arms be croun d). 


The lovely T hais by his ſide, 


Sat like a blooming eaſtern bride __ 


In flow'r of youth and beauty's pride, 


G 2 


„ 
Happy, happy, happy pair ! 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave, = 

None but the brave deſerves the fair, 1g 

„„  RGSVS. 

Happy, happy, happy pair 

None but the brave, 

None but the brave, 
Nene but the brave deſerves the fair. 

+= MW 
Timotheus plac d on high, N 20 
Amid the tuneful quire, | 
Wich flying fingers touch'd the lyre : 
The trembling notes aſcend the ſky 
; And heav'nly joys _ 
The ſong began from Jove; _ 
Who left his bliſsful ſeats above, — 
(Such is the power of mighty "EY 
Dragon's fiery form bely'd the God: 
Sublime on radiant ſpires he rode, go a 
When be to fair Olytapia preſt, ; 30 
And while he ſought her ſnowy breaſt, 4 
Then, round her lender waiſt he cur'd, 1 
And Nlagap'd an image of himſelf, « for'reign of the 
world. 

The liſfving croud admire the lofry ſound, | 
A preſent Deity, they ſhout around: 33 
A preſent Deity, the vaulted roofs rebound. 7 


20 


4 


| 


1 31 


Wich raviſh'd ears 
The monarch hears, 
— ml 0 
| And ſeems to ſhake the ſpheres. 1 
1 CHORUS, * 
With raviſ#'d cars 
The monarch hears, 
Aſſumes the god, 1 
Hel to nad, = + 
And joms * . 


me the beet muſician ſung 
Of Bacchus ever fair, and ever young : 
The jolly god in triumph comes; 
Sound the trumpets ; beat the drums; 50 
Fluſh'd with a purple grace 
He ſhews his honeſt face, 5 
Vo gives the hautboys breath; he comes, he comes. 
Bacchus ever fair and young, f * 
Drinking joys did firſt ordain: " 
Bacchus bleſſings are a trenaſure; 
Drinking is the ſoldier's pleaſure ; | 
5 Rich the treaſure ; . | TE & 
Sweet the pleaſure ; 
Sweet is pleaſure after pain. 
CHORUS. 


Bacchus bleſſings are a treaſure ; 
Drinking is the ſoldier's pleaſure ; 
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Nich the treaſure; 
| Sweet the pleaſure ; : 
eat 8 -" 


| n the king grew vain ; 


Fought all his battles o'er again : 


4 | And thrice he routed all hs focs and thrice he flew 


| the ſlain. 
The maſter ſaw the madneſs riſe ; 


His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes; 70 4 | 


And while he heav'n and earth defy d, 

Chang'd his hand, and check'd his pride. 

He choſe a mournful muſe 80oÞ[ 
Soft pity to infuſe : 


He ſung Darius great and good, 5 


By too ſevere a fate, 

Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen, 

Fallen from his high eſtate, 
And welt'ring in his blood: 
Deſerted at his utmoſt need, 2 
By thoſe his former bounty fed; . 

On the bare earth expos'd he lies, 
Wich not a friend to cloſe his eyes. 
Wich downcaſt looks the joyleſs victor fat 
Revolving in his alter'd foul ; 85 
The various turns of chance below ; 
And, now and then, a ſigh he ſtole; 
3 | 
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CHORUS. 
Revolving in his alter'd foul 52 BY, 
The various turns of chance below, 90 
And, now and then, a ſigb he flale; | 
And tears began to flow. 


The mighty maſter ſinil'd to ſee 


That love was in the next degree: 5 
'Twas but a kindred- ſound to move; 9 


For pity melts the mind to love. 


Soft ſweet in Lydian meaſures, 
Soon he ſooth'd his foul to pleaſures. 
War, he ſung, is toil and trouble, 
Honour but an empty bubble. „ 
Never ending, ſtill beginning, 1 5 
Fighting ſtill, and ſtill deſtroying, 
If the world be worth thy winning, 
Think, O think, it worth enjoying. 
Lovely Thais fits beſide thee, 105 
Take the good the gods provide thee. 
The many rend the ſkies, with loud applauſe, 
So love was crown'd, but muſic won the cauſe. 
The prince, unable to conceal his ** 
Gaz'd on the fair 1 bs” 
Who caus'd his care, | 
And ſigh'd and look'd, and ſigh'd and lock d, 
 Siph'd and look'd, and fi gd again: 
At length, with love and wine at once oppreſt, 


The * victor ſunk upon her breaſt, 115 


1 $6 ] 
CHORUS. 8 
The prince, tunable te conceal his Hain, 
Gaz'd on the fair 
Who caus'd his care, 5 
And figh'd and laat d, and / gh'd and 22d 
Sigb'd and boat d, and ſigh'd again : —_ 
At length, with love and wine at once oppreſt, | 
The ads victor * upon her _ 
VI. 
Now ſtrike the . lyre again: 
A louder yet, and yet a louder ſtrain, 
Break his bands of ſleep aſunder, 5 125 
And rouſe him like a rattling peal of thunder, Re 
Hark, hark, the horrid found | 
Has rais'd up his head, 
As awak'd from the dead, 
And amaz'd, he ſtares around, 130 
Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cries, | 
Zee the furies riſe! 
See the inakes that they rear, 
8 How they hiſs in their hair, 
And the ſparkles that flaſh from their eyes! 
©... - Behold a gbaſtly band, 330 
Gas Each a torch in his hand ” 
| Thoſs are Grecian ghoſts, that in battle were flain, 
And unburied remain, 
Inglorious on the plain, 1 140 : 
Give the vengeance due 
T0 the valiant Gen, 


0 


„ 


40 
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Behold how they toſs their torches on high ; 


How they point to the Perſian abodes, 


| And glitrring temples of their hoſtile gods! 145 


The princes applaud with a furious joy; 

And the king feiz'd a flambean, with zeal to deſtroy ; 
Thais led the way, _ 
To light him to his prey, 


And, like another Hellen, fir'd another Troy. 150 


CHORUS. 


And the king ei d a flambeau, with zeal to 2 3 


Thais led the way, 
P light him to his prey, 
4nd, like ancther Hellen, fir'd anather Troy. 
: VII. 8 1 
Thus, long ago 155 
men 8 
While organs yet were mute; 
Timotheus, to his breathing flute, 
And ſounding lyre, 


Could ſwell the ſoul to rage, or kindle ſofe deſire. 


At laſt divine Cecilia came, es 
Inventreſs of the vocal frame; 


The ſweet enthuſiaſt, from ber ſacred ſtore, 


Enlarg'd the former narrow bounds, 
And added length to ſolemn ſounds, 165 


With nature's mother-wit, and arts unknowh before. 


Let old Timotheus yield the prize; 5 
Or both divide the crown; 
He rais'd a mortal to the ſkies ; 0 

She drew an angel down. ="; 


rs] 
Grand CHORUS. 
At laft divine Cecilia came, 
 Inventreſs of the vocal frame. 


The face enthuſiaft, from her ſacred ftore, 
Enlarg d the former n. 


And added length to folemn founds, We 


With nature's mother-wit, and arts unknown before. 
Let ald Timotheus yield the prize, 
Or both divide the cron; 
He rais'd a mortal ts the ſhies ; 
Sbe drew an angel down. 180 


I 
HYMN - To HARMONY. 


how Hoxoun OF 


sr CECIL1A's Day, 1 MDCCI. 


Harmony, to thee we ſing, 
To thee the grateful tribute bring 
We ficred verſe, and ſweet · reſounding lays ; 
Thy ald invoking while thy pow'r we praiſe, 
All hail to thee, 5 
| All-pow 'rful Harmony 5 = 


[ 59 ] 
Wk Natur nee friy,/ 


He wondrous works reſigning #0 thy cars : 
The planetary orbs thy rule obey, by 
And tuneful roll, unerring in their way, 10 
12 1 cate i 
CHORUS. 
All hail to thee, 
Ale ul Harmony ! 
* 
Thy n On ates 
Could penetrate th. abyſs profound, 1 
Explore the realms of ancient night, 
And ſearch the living ſource of unborn light. 
Confuſion heard thy voice and fled, 
And Chaos deeper plung'd his vanquiſh'd head. 
1 Then nn boi: 26 
To this fair form of heav'n and earth; 
Then all thoſe ſhining worlds above 
r 
Around the radiant ſphere of central fre, 
A en never · ſilent choir. 25 
ee 
e oben heard thy voice and flad, 
And Chaos deeper plung d his vanguiſb d bead. 
__ 4.5 
Thou ok goddeſs, firſt couldſt tell 
The mighty charms in numbers n we 
And didſt to heav'nly minds reveal 30 
T he ſecret force of tuneful ſound, * 
3 


t 6 
When Giſt Cyllenius form'd the hre, 
Thou didt the god inſpire; 
When firſt the vocal ſhell he ſtrang, 
To which the muſes ſung; 35 peo 
Then firſt the makes fung ; — A By 
And wulic firſt begun by thy auſpacious aid, 
Hark, hark, again Urania fings! | | 
Again, Apollo ſtrikes the trembling ſtrings ! a = 
And ſee, the liſt'ning deities around . 
Attend inſatiate, and devour the ſound. 5 
CHORUS. 
5 Hark, hark, again Urania ing!“ 
Again Apollo firikes the trembling firings! 
And ſees. the liff'ning deities around 
332 * — 44 
—_— 
Deſcend, Unie n 
To the relief of this afflicted world repair; 
See how with various woes oppreſt, 
The wretched race of men is worn; 
Conſum'd with cares, with doubts diſtreſt, 55 . 
Or by conflifting paſſions torn. 
Reaſon in vain employs her aid, 
The furious will on fancy waits; 
While reaſon, Qill by hopes or fears betta) d, 
Too late advances, or too ſoon retreats. jj 
Muſic alone with ſudden charms can bind 
The wand'ring ſenſe, and calm the troubled mind. 


3 


© OO 
* 


„ = nnn * * a 4 
* 


Revive the melancholy drooping heart, al 
Aud ſoft repoſe to reſtleſs thoughts impart, 65 


(G@] 
CHORUS. 


— fudlen charms can bind | 


7% wanting uſe ad cas the bal mind. 
v. 


Begin the pow'rful Gitgs ye bel Nine, 6o 


Your inſtruments and voices join ; 


Harmony, peace, and fweer deſire, 
In ev'ry breaſt inſpire. 


Appeaſe the wrathful mind, 
To dire revenge and death inclin'd : 


Wich balmy ſounds his boiling blood aſſuage, 


And melt to mild remorſe his burning rage. 
'Tis done ; and now tumultuous 1 79 ; 
And all is huſh'd, and all is peace. | 


The weary world with welcome eaſe is bleſt, 


By muſic lull'd to pleafing reſt. 
CHORUS. 

"Tis done ; „„ 
And all is huſbd, and all is peace. 1 


De weary world with welcome eaſe is bleft, 


” ye 


Ah, fweet vapala, — 1 
Ah, fooliſh man, new toils 81 N 
Curs'd ambition, ſtrife purſuing, 80 
Wakes the walls ws tr mad rota. 1 

See, fee, the battle is prepar d! 
Behold the hero comes ! 


| Lond trumps with fl ewe bead; 


Fe, with diſcordant mater and jarring nib, | 
8 — IIIEIES: 


Her parting lover mourn; 
She weeps, ſhe ſighs, deſpairs and dies, 
And watchful waſtes the lonely livelong 2 
„ Bewailing paſt delights 


That may no more, no never more return. 95 


= With ſofteſt feeteſt airs 
Till victory and peace reſtore 
Her faithful lover to her tender breaſt, 


Within her folding arms to reſt, 100 


Thence never to be parted more, 
No never to be parted more. 
CHORUS. 
Lt victory and peace reſtore 
Her faithful lover to her tender breaſt, Y 
Within her folding arms to reſt, 105 
Dyence never to be parted more, 
| No never to be parted more, 
. VIII. 
Now to thy native ſkies we 


” 4 


See the forſaken fair, „ 55 


56% 


5 


00 


1 63 J 
And rule again the ſtarry ſphere. 


Cecilia comes, with holy rapture fill d, 


To eaſe the world of care. 


Cecilia, more than all the muſes fkill'd 1! 


Phoebus himſelf to her muſt yield, 
And at her feet lay down 

His golden harp and laurel crown. 

The ſoft enervate lyre is drown'd 


In the deep organ's more majeſtic ſound. 
In peals the ſwelling notes aſcend the ſkies ; 
| Perpetual breath the ſwelling notes ſupplies, 


And laſting as her name, 
Who form'd the tuneful frame, 
Th' immortal muſic never dies. 
Grand CHORUS. 
Cecilia, more than all the muſes ſtilld ! 
Phoebus himſelf to her muſt yield, 
And at her feet lay down © 
His golden harp and laurel crown. 
The ft enervate lyre is drown'd. 
In the deep organ's more majeſtic ſound, 


In peals the ſwelling notes aſcend the ſkies ; 
Perpetual breath the ſwelling notes ſupplies, 


And laſting as her name, 
Who form'd the tuneful frame, 
7 immortal muſic never 4. 
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CONTEMPLATION 


oN 


N 'T G H T. 


[ n of night 1 ſtray, 
| Or my glad eyes enjoy revolving day, 


Still nature's various face informs my ſenſe, 
Of an all-wiſe, all-pow'rful providence. . 
When the gay fan firſt breaks the ſhades of night, 
And ſtrikes the diſtant eaſtern hills with light, 6 


And a bright verdure clothes the ſmiling year ; 
The blooming flow'rs with op'ning beautics glow, 
And grazing flocks their milky fleeces ſhow, 10 
The barren cliffs with chalky fronts ariſe, | 


And a pure azure arches o'er the ſkies. 


But when the gloomy reign of night returns 


Stript of her fading pride all nature mourns : 


Wrapt in night's robe the whole creation lies. 


Yet ſtill, ev'n now, while darkneſs clothes the land, 
We view the traces of th' almighty hand; 20 


| The trees no more their wonted verdure boaſt, 15 
But weep in dewy tears their beauty loſt : 
No diſtant landicapes draw our curious eyes, 
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Millions of ſtars in heav'n's wide vault appear, 


And with new glories hang the boundleſs ſphere : 
The filver moon her weſtern couch farlakes, _ 
And o'er the ſkies her nightly circle makes, 


Her ſolid globe beats back the ſunny rays, 25 
And to the world her borrow'd light repays. 


Whether thoſe ſtars that twinkling luſtre ſend, 


Are ſuns, and rolling worlds thoſe ſuns — 


Man may conjecture, and new ſchemes declare, 


et all his ſyſtems but conjectures are f 30 


But this we know, that heav'n's eternal King, 
Who bid this univerſe from nothing ſpring, 


Can at his Word bid num'rous worlds appear, 
And riſing worlds th' all-pow'rful Word ſhall hear. 


When to the weſtern main the ſun deſcends, 35 


To other lands a riſing day he lends, . 
The ſpreading dawn another ſhepherd ſpies, 

The wakeful flocks from their warm folds ariſe, 
Refreſh'd, the peaſant ſeeks his early toil, 
And bids the plough correct the fallow foil. 
While we in fleep's embraces waſte the night, 
The climes oppos'd enjoy meridian light : 
And when thoſe lands the buſy ſun forſakes, 


49 - 


With us again the roſy morning wakes ; 


In lazy fleep the night rolls fwift away, 45 

And neither clime laments his abſent ray. ME 
When the pure foul is from the body flown, | 

No more ſhall night's alternate reign be known: 

| The tun no more ſhall rolling light beſtow, 


But from du Almighty — 


[ 66 J 

Oh, may ſome nobler thought my ſoul employ 

Than empty, tranſicat, ſublunary joy 

> 'The ſtars ſhall drop, the ſun ſhall loſe his flame, 
But thou, O God, for ever the ſame. 


On A 
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\RE the "ORIG of the world were laid, 
Ere kindling light th' almighty Word obey'd, 

Thou wert; and when the ſubterraneous flame 

Shall burſt its priſon, and devour this frame, 


From angry heav'n when the keen lightning flies, 5 


When fervent heat diſſolves the melting ſkies, 
Thou till ſhalt be; ſtill, as thou wert before, 
And know no change, when time ſhall be no more. 
O endleſs thought! divine Eternity 


'Th' immortal foul ſhares but a part of thee ; 10 


For thou wert preſent when our life began, 


| When the warm duſt ſhot up in breathing man. 


Ah ! what is life? with ills encompaſs'd round, 


Amidſt our hopes, fate ſtrikes the ſudden wound : 
To-day the ſtateſman of new honour dreams, 1 5 5 


To-morrow dead deſtroys i his airy ſchemes ; 


+ tw. 4.4% 4.406 
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4. 
Is mouldy treaſure in thy cheſt confin'd ? 
Think all that treaſure thou muſt leave behind; 


Thy heir with ſmiles ſhall view thy blazon'd herſe, 
And all thy hoards with laviſh hand diſperſe, 20 
Should certain fate th' impending blow delay, 


Thy mirth will ſicken and thy bloom decay; 
Then feeble age will all thy nerves difarm, 


No more thy blood its narrow channels warm. 


Who then would wiſh to ſtretch this narrow ſpan, 
To ſuffer life beyond the date of man? 26 
The virtuous ſoul purſues a nobler aim, 


And life regards but as a fleeting dream : 
She longs to wake, and wiſhes to get free, 

To lanch from earth into eternity. PF 
For while the boundleſs theme extends our thought, 


Ten thouſand thouſand rolling years are nought. 


ODE ron MUSIC 


0 N 
ST CECILIA's Dar. 
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Eſcend, ye Nine! deſcend and ſing; 
The breathing inſtruments inſpire, 


Wake into voice each ſilent ſtring, 
And ſweep the ſounding lyre ! 


$2 


«1 


In a ſadly- pleaſing ſtrain = 8 


Let the warbling lute complain: 
Let the loud trumpet ſound, 
Till the roofs all around 
The ſhrill echoes rebound : 


| While in more lengthen'd botes and low, 10 


The deep, majeſtic, ſolemn organs blow. 
Hark! the numbers ſoft and clear 
Gently ſteal upon the ear; 
Now louder, and yet louder riſe, 
And fill with ſpreading ſounds the ſkies ; - 15 
Exulting in triumph now ſwell the bold notes, 


. In broken air, trembling, the wild muſic floats ; pr 


Till, by degrees, remote and _— 

The ſtrains decay, 
r nl 
In a dying, dying fall. = 
| H. 

4 By muſic, minds an equal temper know, 
Nor ſwell too high, nor ſink too low. 
If in the breaſt tumultuous joys ariſe, 


Muſic her ſoft, aſſuaſive voice applies; 25 


Or, when the ſoul is preſs'd with cares, 

Exalts her in enlivening airs. 
Warriors ſhe fires with animated unds; 
Pours balm into the bleeding lover's wounds: 


Melancholy lifts her head, SS 30 


Morpheus rouſes from his bed, 
Sloth unfolds her arms and wakes, 
Liſt ning Envy drops her ſnakes; 


* we 


n 


i553 » * 
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3 


30 


14 
Inteſtine War no mbre our Paſſions wage, 


And giddy Factions bear away their rage. al as 


But when our country's cauſe provokes to arms, 
How martial muſic every boſom warms ! 


So when the firſt bold veſſel dar'd the ſeas, 
High on the ſtern the Thracian rais'd his ſtrain, 
While Argo faw her kindred trees 40 


Deſcend from Pelion to the main. 
Tranſported demigods ſtood round, 
And men grew grew heroes at the ſound, 
Inflam'd with glory's charms: 
Each chief his ſev'nfold ſhield diſplay'd, 45 
And half unſheath'd the ſhining blade: 
And ſeas, and rocks, and ſkics rebound | 
Vw nh; to arms, to arms! 5 
bo IV. 
But when dun & e h 


Which flaming Phlegeton ſurrounds, 50 


Love, ſtrong as death, the poet led 
To the pale nations of the dead, 
What ſounds were heard, 

What ſcenes appear dl, 
O'er all the dreary coaſts ! _ 
Dreadful gleams, - 
Diſmal ſcreams, 
Fires that glow, 
Shrieks of wo, 


Sullen moans, =» : 60 


Hollow | 
And crc of torur' hae 


. 
But hark! he ſtrikes the golden lyre; 
Add fee | the tortur'd ghoſts reſpire. 5 
See, ſhady forms advance! 
Thy ſtone, O Syſiphus, ſtands till, 
Ixion reſts upon his wheel, 


| And the pale ſpectres dance! 
The Furies ſink upon their iron beds, 


| And ſuakes uncurl'd hang liſt ning round their heads, | 


V. 
By the ſtreams that ever flow, 
By the fragrant winds that blow 
Oieer th' Elyſian flow'rs; | 
By thoſe happy ſouls who dwell 


r 


Or amaranthine bow'rs; 
By the hero's armed ſhades, 
_ Glittring thro” the gloomy glades ; 
By the youths that dy'd for love, 
Wand'ring in the myrtle grove, 
Reſtore, reſtore Eurydice to life: 
Oh take the huſband, or return the vile! 


He ſung, and hell conſented | 
To hear the poet's pray'r; 
Stern Proſerpine relented, 
And gave him back the fair, 
Thus ſong could prevail 
O'er death, and o'er hell, 
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85 
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Tho' fate had faſt bound her 
With Styx nine times round her, 


90 


Vet muſic and love were victorious. 


Bis 


But ſoon, too ſoon, the lover eames ages 2 
Again ſhe falls, again ſhe dies, ſhe dies ! 


How wilt thou now the fatal ſiſters move? 95 
No crime was thine, if tis no crime to love. 
Now under hanging mountains, 
Heſide the falls of fountains, 
| Or where Hebrus wanders, Corea 
mg in OE 100 
. n 
He makes his moan; 
And calls her ghoſt, 8 
For ever, ever, ever loſt! 105 
Now with Furies ſurrounded 3 
Deſpairing, confounded, 
He trembles, he glows, 
Amidſt Rhodope's ſnows : 


See, wild as the winds, o'er the deſert he flies; 110 


Hark | Hæmus reſounds with the Bacchanals c cries— 
Ah ee, he dies! 


| Yaown in death Eurydice he ſung, 


Eurydice {till trembled on his tongue, 7” 
Eurydice the woods | , 15 
Eurydice the floods, e 

Eurydice the rocks, and hollow mountains rung. 


# THY 
Mute the esel grief can charm, 
And fate's ſevereſt rage difarm : 
— Muſic can ſoften pain to caſe, 
5 And make deſpair and madneſs pleaſe 
r 
And antedate the bliſs above. 
ei ee 
When the full organ joins the tuneful quire, 
T' immortal pow'rs incline their car ; 
Borne on the ſwelling notes our ſouls afpire, 
While ſolemn airs improve the facred fire; 


120 


And angels lean from heav'n to hear. 8 B 


Of Orpheus now no more let poets tell, 
T To bright Cecilia greater power is giv'n ; 
His numbers rais'd a ſhade from hell, 
| Hers lift the ſoul to hen, 


"RE. 
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The Dying Chriſtian to his Soul. 
An V D E. 


L 
v% ſpark of heav'nly flame 
Quit, oh quit this mortal frame : 
Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flzing, 
Oh the pain, the bliſs of dying! 
Ceaſe, fond nature, ceaſe thy ſtrife, 
And let r me languiſh into life, 
— "Ms 
Hark ! they whiſper ; |; angels ay, 
Siſter ſpirit, come away. 
What is this abſorbs me quite ? 
| Steals my ſenſes, ſhuts my ſight, 
Drowns my ſpirits, draws my breath? 
Tell me, * ſoul, can this be death? 
* 


The world recedes; it diſappears! 


Heav'n opens on my eyes! my cars 


With ſounds ſeraphic ring: 8 
Lend, lend your wings ! I mount! I fly! 


O grave! where is thy victory? 
O death! where is thy ſting? 


— — — 
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ODE on SOLITUDE. 


Appy the man, whoſe wiſh and care 
A few paternal acres bound, 

Content to breathe his native air, 

In his own ground. 


Whole flocks ſupply him with attire, 

Whoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, 

. In winter fire. 

, Bleſsd, who can unconcern'dly find 

Hours, days, and years ſlide ſoft away, 

| In health ot body, peace of mind, 

Quiet by day. 

|: Sound lep by night; ſtudy and eaſe, 

Together mix'd ; ſweet recreation ; 

And innocence, which moſt does pleaſe, 

| With meditation, 
Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown, 

Lhus unlamented let me dic, 

: Steal from the world, and not a ſtone 

e where 114. 


* Whole herds with mill, whoſe fields with bread, 5 
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Ather of all! in ew ry age, 
In ev'ry clime ador'd, 


By faint, by ſavage, and by ſage, 


Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 


| Thou great firſt Cauſe, leaſt underſtood : 


| Who all my ſenſe confin'd 


To know but this, that thou art good, 


And that myſelf am blind; 


Yet gave me, in this dark eſtate, 


To ſee the good from ill; 


And binding nature faſt in fate, 


Left free the human will. 
What conſcience dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do, 


This, teach me more than hell to ſhun, 


That, more than heav'n purſue, 


What bleſſings thy free bounty gives, 
Let me not caſt away; 


ü For God is paid when man receives, 


9 
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DEO. OPT. MAX, 


10 
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| Tet not to earth's contracted ſpan 


Thy goodneſs let me bound, 


7 Gr tk hes Lov adlite of man, „ 
When thouſand worlds are round : 


Let not this weak, unknowing hand 
Preſume thy bolts to throw, 


And deal damnation round the land, 


On each I judge thy foe. 


5 If 1 am right, thy grace impart, 


Still in the right to ſtay ; 


If I am wrong, oh teach my heart 


To find that better way. 


| Save me alike from foolith pride, 


Or impious diſcontent, 
At aught thy wiſdom has deny'd, 
Or aught thy goodneſs lent. 


Teach me to feel another's wo, 


To hide the fault I fee; 


That mercy I to others ſhow, 


That mercy ſhow to me. 
Mean tho' I am, not wholly ſo, 
Since quicken'd by thy breath; 


Oh lead me whereſoe'er I go, 


Thro' this day's life or death. 


This day, be bread and peace my lot: 


All ele beneath the ſan, 


Thou ko f if beſt beſtow'd or not, 


And let thy will be done. 


"To they, wich nach. oolt fre, 


Whoſe altar, earth, ſea, fcies ! 


One chorus let all being raiſe ! | 


All nature's incenſe riſe ! 
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r * 2 1 * 2 4 1 1 0 * | 
KNOW YOURSELF. 


(FX 7 Hat am 1? how produc'd? and for what end? | 
Whence drew 1 being? to what period tend ? 


| Am I th abandoa'd orphan of blind chance; 
Dropt by wild atoms in diſorder'd dance? 


Or from an endleſs chain of cauſes wrought? 


And of unthinking ſubſtance, born with thought FL 


By motion which began without a cauſe, ' 
Supremely wiſe, without deſign or laws. 


"Cz 


Am I but what I ſeem, mere fleſh and blood; 


A branching channel, with a mazy flood? 276 
The purple ſtream that through my veſſels glides, 


Dull and unconſcious flows like common tides: 


The pipes through which the circling juices ftray, 
Are not that thinking I, no more than they; 
This frame compacted with tranſcendent {kill, 15 


Of moving joints obedient to my will, 


Nurs'd from the fruitful glebe, like yonder tree, 


Waxes and waſtes : I call it mine, not me: 
New matter ſtill the mould'ring maſs ſuſtains, 


The manſion chang'd, the tenant ſtill remains: 20 


And from the fleeting ſtream repair'd by . 


Diſtinct, as is the ſwimmer from the flood. 


What am I then? ſure, of a nobler birth, 


Thy parents right, [ own a mother, earth; 


|. i 


„1 1 


But claim ſuperior lineage by my —_— 5 5 | 


Who warm'd ch unthinking clod with heav'nly fire : 
Eſſence divine, with lifeleſs clay allay'd, 
By double nature, double inſtinct ſway d; 
Wich look erect, I dart my longing eye, 
| Seem wing'd to part, and gain my native ſky; 30 
I ſtrive to mount, but ſtrive, alas! in vain, 
Ty'd to this maſſy globe with magic chain. 
Now with ſwift thought I range from pole to pole, 
View worlds around their flaming centres roll: 
What ſteady powers their endleſs motions guide, 35 3 
Thro' the ſame trackleſs paths of boundleſs void ! . 
I trace the blazing comet's fiery tail, 
And weigh the whirling planets in a ſcale : 
"Theſe godlike thoughts, while eager 1 purſue, 


Some glitt ring trifle offer d to my view, 40 


A gnat, an inſet, of the meaneſt kind, 
Eraſe the new-born image from my mind ; 
Some beaſtly want, craving, importunate, 
Vile as the grinning maſtiff at my gate, 


Calls off from heav'aly truth this reas'ning me, 45 


And tells me I'm a brute as much as he. 

If on ſublimer wings of love and praiſe, 

My ſoul above the ſtarry vault I raiſe, 

Lur'd by ſome vain conceit, or ſhameful luſt, 
I flag, I drop, and flutter in the duſt. 50 

The tow'ring lark thus from her lofty ſtrain, 
Stoops to an emmet, or a barley-grain. 

By adverſe guſts of jarring inſtincts toſt, 

1 rove to one, now to the other coaſt ; | 
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To bliſs unknown my lofty ſoul aſpire, 55 
My lot unequal to my vaſt defires. 58 
As mongſt the hinds a child of royal birth 

Finds his high pedigree by conſcious worth; 

So man, amongſt his fellow-brutes expos'd, 2 
Sees he's a king, but tis a king depos d:. 60 
Pity him, beaſts ! you by no law conſin d. 
Are barr'd from devious paths by being blind ; 

Whilſt man, thro' op'ning views of various ways 
Confounded, by the aid of knowledge ſtrays; _ 
Too weak to chuſe, yet chaſing ſtill in haſte, 65 
One moment gives the pleaſure and diſtaſte; 
Bilk d by paſt minutes, while the preſent cloy, 
The flatt'ring future ſtill muſt give the joy. 


Not happy, but amus'd upon the road, 


And (like you) thoughtleſs of his laſt abode, 1 70 
Whether next ſun his being ſhall reſtrain, SO 


To endleſs nothing, happineſs, or pain. 


Around me, Jo, the thinking thoughtleſs crew 


(Bewilder'd each) their diff rent paths purſue; 
Of them I aſk the way; the firſt replies, 75 


Thou art a god; and ſends me to the ſkies. 


Down on this turf (the next) thou two-legg'd beaſt, 
There fix thy lot, thy bliſs, and endleſs reſt : 


Between theſe wide extremes the length is ach 


I find I know too little or too much. 80 


Almighty Pow'r, by whoſe moſt wiſe command, 
* Helpleſs, forlorn, uncertain here I ſtand; 
* Take this faint glimmering of thyſelf away, 


| © Or break into my foul with perfect day !” 


[ 80 J 


This fd. re 93 
The balm, the light, the guide of ſouls perplex d: 
Thus the benighted traveller that ſtrays 
Thro' doubtful paths, enjoys the morning-rays, 
The nightly miſt, and thick deſcending dew, | 
Parting, unfold the fields, and vaulted blue, 90 
O truth divine! enlighten'd by thy ray, 
« 1 grope and gueſs no more, but ſee my way; 
Thou clear'dſt the ſecret of my high deſcent, 


And told me what thoſe myſtic tokens meant; 


Marks of my birth, which 1 had worn in vain, 
Too hard for worldly ſages to explain; 96 

__ * 7Zeno's were vain, vain Epicurus' ſchemes, 
© Their ſyſtems falſe, deluſive were their dreams; 3 
„ Unſkill'd my twofold nature to divide, 99 
One nurs'd by pleaſure, and one nurs'd by pride: 


* Thoſe jarring truths which human art beguile, 
Thy ſacred page thus bids me reconcile.” 


Offspring of God, no leſs thy pedigree, 3 
What thou once wert, art now, and ſtill may be, 
Thy God alone can tell, alone decree; 105 


Faultleſs thou dropt from lis unerring ſkill, 
With the bare pow'r to fin, ſince free of will.: 


| Yet charge not with thy guilt his bounteous love, 
For who has pow'r to walk, has pow'r to rove ; 

Who acts by force impell'd, can nought deſerve; 

And wiſdom ſhort of infinite may ſwerve. 1 

| Borne on thy new. imp'd wings, thou took'ſt thy flight, | 

| Left thy Creator, and the realms of light; 
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Diſdain'd his gentle precept to fulfil ; e 
And thought to grow a god by doing ill : 115 
Though by foul guilt thy heav'nly form defac'd, 

In nature chang'd from happy manſions chas d, 
Thou till retain'ſt ſome ſparks of heav'nly fire, 


Too faint to mount, yet reſtleſs to aſpire ; 


Angel enough to ſeek thy bliſs again, . 


And brute enough to make thy ſearch in vain. 


' The creatures now withdraw their kindly uſe, 

Some fly thee, ſome torment, and ſome ſeduce; 
Repaſt ill ſuited to ſuch diff rent gueſts, 

For what thy ſenſe deſires, thy foul diſtaſtes ; 125 


Thy luſt, thy curioſity, thy pride, 


Curb'd, or deferr'd, or balk'd, ar gratify 
| Rage on, and make thee equally unbleſs'd, 


In what thou want'ſt, and what thou hail palieſs'd ; 
In vain thou hop'ſt for bliſs on this poor clod, 1 39 


Return, and ſeek thy father, and thy G Gud ; 
Yet think not to regain thy native ky, 


Borne on the wings of vain philoſophy ; : 
Myſterious paſſage ! hid from human cyes 3 140 
Soaring you'll fink, and ſinkiug you will riſe: 


et humble thoughts thy wary footſteps guide, 
Regain by meckneſs what you 0 loft by pride. 
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Intent with endleſs view to — 
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II ſeek a readier path, and go 12 
How deep an azure dies the ſky ! 42: Bp 

| Where orbs of gold unnumber'd lie, 10 wy 

While through their ranks in ſilver pride - + 
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The lake is — and clear hana, 
| Where once again the ſpangled ſhow 
Deſcends to met our eyes below. 

© The grounds which on the right aſpire, | 
4 In dimneſs from the view retire: 3 
The left preſents a place of graves, 0 
Whoſe wall the filent water laves. r 
That ſteeple guides thy doubtful right oO 


15 


Among the livid gleams of night 9% 
There paſs with melancholy ſtate, No 
By all the ſolemn heaps of fate, = 

And think, as foftly-ſad you tread. | 25 | Me 
Abore the venerable dead, oY Oo on 


TW 1 
Time was, like thee they life poſſeſt, 
Aud time ſhall be, that thou ſhalt ret. 
| Thoſe graves with bending oſier bound, 
hat nameleſs heave the crumbled ground, 30 
| Quick to the glancing thought diſcloſe 
Where toil and poverty repoſe. 

The flat ſmooth ſtones that bear a name, 

The chiſſel's lender help to fame, ES. 
5 Which ere our ſet of friends, decay 35 
I ᷑̃beir frequent ſteps may wear away), 0 

A middle race of mortals own, 
Men, half ambitious, all unknown. 

- The marble tombs that riſe on high, | 8 
10 Whoſe dead in vaulted arches lie, 5 
Whoſe pillars ſwell with ſculptur'd ſtones, . 

Arms, angels, epitaphs, and bones, 

Theſe (all the poor remains of ſtate) 
Adorn the rich, or praiſe the great; 
15 Who, While on earth in fame they live, 45 
Alre ſenſeleſs of the fame they give. 05 

Ha! while I gaze, pale Cynthia fades, 
The burſting earth unveils the ſhades ! 
All low, and wan, and _— with ſhrouds, | 

20 They riſe in viſionary crouds, 50 

And all with ſober accent cry, 
Think, mortal, what it is to die. 
Now from yon black and fun'ral yew, 
e That bathes the charnel-houſe with dew, 8 
25 | Methinks 1 hear a voice begin; Bar = 
1 ite ravens, ceaſe your — din, . 
L A: 


[ 8. 1 
ve tolling clocks, no time reſound 


Oer the long lake and midnight- ground); 


It ſends a peal of hollow groans, 
Thus ſpeaking from among the bones. 
When men my ſithe and darts fupply, 
How great a king of fears am I ! 

They view me like the laſt of things: 


They make, and then they dread my ſtings. 


Fools! if you leſs provok'd your fears, 
No more my ſpectre- form appears. 
Death's but a path that muſt be trod, 
If man would ever paſs to God : 

A port of calms, a ſtate of eaſe 

From . 

Wp then thy flowing fable ſtoles, 
Deep pendent cypreſs, mourning poles, 
| Looſe ſcarfs to fall athwart thy weeds, 
Long palls, drawn herſes, cover'd ſteeds, 


And plumes of black, that, as they tread, 


Nod oer th' eſcutcheons of the dead? 
Nor can the parted body know, 
Nor wants the ſoul, theſe forms of wo: 
As men who long in priſon dwell, 
With lamps that glimmer round the cell, 
Whene'er their ſuffering years are run, 
- Spring forth to greet the glitt ring ſun : 
Such joy, tho? far tranſcending ſenſe, 
Have pious fouls at parting hence. 
On earth, Oy a, 
A few and evil — they waſte : 
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Sce the glad ſcene unfolding wide, 
Clap the glad wing, and tow'r away, 


And mingle with the blaze of dax. 90 
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| Orely, laſting peace of mind! 
Sweet delight of haman-kind ! 

MNen'vly bers, and bead tn Wk, 

To crown the fav'rites of the ſky. 


With more of happineſs below, 3 


Than victors in a triumph know 


Whither, O whither art thou fled, 


To lay thy meck, contented head! 


| What happy region doſt thou pleaſe 


To make the ſeat of calms and eaſe ? 1 
Ambition ſearches all its ſphere 
Of pomp and ſtate, to meet thee there. 


Increaſing avarice would find 
Thy preſence in its gold caſhrin'd. „ 
The bold advent rer ploughs his way, 15 


Thro 3 the „ 
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To gain thy love 3 and then perceives. 
Thou wert not in the rocks and waves. 
The filent heart which grief aſſails, 
Treads ſoft and loneſome o'er the vales, 
Sees daiſies open, rivers run, 


And ſeeks (as I have vainly done) 
_ Amuſing thought; but learns to know | 


That folitude's the nurſe of wo. 


No real happineſs is found 


ren: 
Or in a ſoul exalted high, 


To range the circuit of the ſky, 5 
Converſe with ſtars above, and know | 


All nature in its forms below ; 
I be reſt it ſeeks, in ſeeking dies, 
And doubts at laſt for knowledge riſe. 


Lovely, laſting Peace, appear! 


This world itſelf, if thou art here, 


Is once again with Eden bleſt, 


| And is conteics it is tis breaft.. 


Twas thus, as under ſhade I ſtood, 
I ſung my wiſhes to the wood, 
And loſt in thought, no more „ 
The branches whiſper as they wav'd : 


It ſeem'd, as all the quiet place 
Confeſs'd the preſence of the grace. 

| When thus ſhe ſpoke — Go rule thy will, 
Bid thy wild paſſions all be ſtil, 
Know God— and bring thy heart to know 


The joys which from religion flow : 
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And I'll be there to crown the reſt. 


Oh! by yonder moſſy feat, 
In my hours of ſweet retreat; 

Might I thus wy ſoul employ, 
With ſenſe of gratitude and joy: 
Rais'd as ancient prophets were, 
In heav'nly viſion, praiſe, and pray'r ; 

Pleaſing all men, hurting none, 

Pleas d and bleſs'd with God alone: 


Then while the gardens take my ſight, 
With all the colours of delight; 
| While ſilver waters glide along, 


To pleaſe my ear, and court my ſong : 
III lift my voice, and tune my ſtring, 
And thee, great Source of nature, ſing. 
The ſun that walks his airy way, 


5 To light the world, and give the day; 
The moon that ſhines with borrow'd light ; 


The ſtars that gild the gloomy night; 
The ſeas that roll unnumber'd waves; 
The wood that ſpreads its ſhady leaves; 
The field whoſe ears conceal the grain, 
The yellow treaſure of the plain; 
All of theſe, and all I fee, 
Should be ſung, and ſung by me : 

They ſpeak their Maker as they can, 
But want and aſk the tongue of man. 
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Go ſearch among your idle dreams, 
Tour buſy or your vain extremes; 
And find a life of equal bliſs, . 
. 
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| DAR in a wild, cs RN 
From youth to age a rev'rend hermit grew ; 


The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 
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His food the fruits, his drink the cryſtal well : 
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Remote from man, with God he paks'd the days, $ 


Pray'r all his bus'nefs, — 

A life fo ſacred, ſuch ſerene repoſe, 

Seem'd heav'n itſelf, dll one ſoggeſiion roſe ; 
That vice ſhould triumph, virtue vice obey, 
This ſprung ſome doubt of Providence's fway : 
His hopes no more a certain proſpect boaſt, 
And all the tenor of his foul is loſt: 

So when a ſmooth expanſe receives impreſt 
Calm nature's image on its wat'ry breaſt, 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow, 15 
And ſkies beneath with anſw'ring colours glow : 

But if a ſtone the gentle ſea divide, 
Swift ruffling circles curl on ev'ry fide, 

And glimmering fragments of a broken fun, 
ad we nd in thick d, run. | 2 
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1 dear this doubt, to know the world by Acht, 


To find if books, or ſwains, report it right ; 


(For yet by ſwains alone the world he knew, | 
Whoſe feet came wand' ring o'er the nightly dew), 
He quits his cell; the pilgrim-ſtaff he bore, 23 
And fix'd the ſcallop in his hat before; $2 
Then with the ſun a riſing journey went, 


Sedate to think and watching each event. 
The morn was waſted in the pathleſs graſs, 


And long and loneſome was the wild to paſs; 30 
But when the ſouthern ſun had warm'd the day, 


A youth came poſting o'er a croſſing way; 
His raiment decent, his complexion fair, 
And foft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair. 

Then near approaching, Father, hail ! he ay; 3 8 
And hail, my ſon, the rev'rend fire reply'd ; 
Words follow'd words, from queſtion anſwer flow's, 


And talk of various kind deceiv'd the road ; 


Till each with other pleas'd, and loath to part, 


| While in their age they differ, join in heart: 40 
Thus ſtands an aged elm in ivy bound. 
Thus youthful ivy claſps an elm around. 


Now ſunk the ſun ; the cloſing hour of day. 
Came onward, mantled o'er with ſober gray; 


Nature in filence bid the world repoſe : 45 


When near the road a ſtately palace roſe : 
There by the moon thro' ranks of trees they paſs, 


Whoſe verdure crown'd their ſloping fides of graſs, | 

It chanc'd the noble maſter of the dome - 

Still made his houſe the wand'rig franger's home: 
* 


Yet full the kindneſs, from a thirſt of praiſe, 51 


Prov'd the vain flouriſh of expenſive eaſe. 
rn: 


Their lord receives them at the pompous gate. 1 
The table groans with coſtly piles of food, ny 55 = 
And all is more than hoſpitably good. 0 


Thes led 10 HH, "he Gays Tang will they drown, 
Deep ſunk in ſleep, and ſilk, and heaps of down. 
At length tis morn, and at the dawn of day 


Along the wide canals the Zephyrs play ; 60 
_ Freſh o'er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 


And ſhake the neighb'ring wood to baniſh ſleep. 
Up riſe the gueſts, obedient to the call : 
An early banquet deck'd the ſplendid hall; 


Rich luſcious wine a golden goblet grad d, 65 
Which the kind maſter forc'd the gueſts to taſte. 
Then pleas'd and thankful, from the porch they go; | 
And, but the landlord, none had cauſe of wo ; 
His cup was vaniſh'd ; for in ſecret guiſe 5 

= The younger gueſt purloin'd the glitt'ring prize. 70 


As one who ſpies a ſerpent in his way, 
Gliſt'ning and baſking in the ſummer-ray, 
Diſorder'd ſtops to ſhun the danger near, 


Then walks with faintneſs on, and looks with fear: 
Bo ſeem' d the ſire; when, far upon the road, 4 


The ſhining ſpoil his wily ſhow'd. 

He ſtopp d with filence, walk'd with trembling heart, 
And much he wiſh'd, but durſt not aſk to part : 
Murm'ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard 


| That generous actions meet a baſe reward, 80 


—_ 

While thus they paſs, the ſun his glory ſhrouds, 
The changing ſkies hang out their ſable clouds; 
A ſound in air preſag'd approaching rain, 


And beaſts to covert ſcud acroſs the plain. 


Warn'd by the ſigns, the wand'ring pair retreat, 8 


Io ſeek for ſhelter at a neighb'ring ſeat. 


'Twas built with turrets, on a riſing ground, 


And ſtrong, and large, and unimprov'd around ; 
Its owner's temper, tim'rous and ſevere, 


Unkind and griping, caus'd a deſert there. 90 


As near the miſer's heavy doors they drew, 


Fierce riſing guſts with ſudden fury blew; 
The nimble lightning mix'd with (how'rs began, 
And o'er their heads loud-rolling thunder ran. 


Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, 95 
Driven by the wind, and batter'd by the rain, 
('Twas then his threſhold firſt receiv'd a gueſt); 


Slow creaking turns the door with jealous care, 


And half he welcomes in the ſhivering pair; 100 


One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, 


And nature's fervour thro? their limbs recalls : 
Bread of the coarſeſt fort, with eager wine, 
(Each hardly granted), ſerv'd them both to dine; 


And when the tempeſt firſt appear'd to ceaſe, 105 | 


A ready warning bid them part in peace,  _ 0 5 


With ſtill remark the pond'ring hermit view'd _ 
In one ſo rich, a life ſo poor and rude ; * 


And why ſhould ſuch (within himſelf he ww 
F Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want beſide ? 


m2 
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| Yer vill the kindneſs, from a thirſt of praiſe, 531 
Prov'd the vain flouriſh of expenſive eaſe. 


The pair arrive : the liv'ry'd ſervants wait ; 
Their lord receives them at the pompous gate. 
The table groans with coſtly piles of food, 5 5 
And all is more than hoſpitably good. 
Then led to reſt, the day's long toil they drown, 
Deep ſunk in ſleep, and filk, and heaps of down. 
At length tis morn, and at the dawn of day 
Along the wide canals the Zephyrs play; 60 
| Freſh o'er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 
And ſhake the neighb'ring wood to baniſh ſleep. 
Up riſe the gueſts, obedient to the call: 
An early banquet deck'd the ſplendid hall; 


Rich luſcious wine a golden goblet grac d, 65 


Which the kind maſter forc'd the gueſts to taſte. 


Then pleas'd and thankful, from the porch they go; 


And, but the landlord, none had cauſe of wo; 
His cup was vaniſh'd ; for in ſecret guiſe 


The younger gueſt purloin'd the glitt ring prize. 70 


As one who ſpies a ſerpent in his way, 
Gliſt'ning and baſking in the ſummer-ray, 
CI gs be es the danger near; TE 
Then walks with faintneſs on, and looks with fear : 


So ſeem' d the fire ; when, far upon the road, 75 


The ſhining ſpoil his wily TT. 
He ſtopp'd with ſilence, walk'd with trembling heart, 
And much he wiſh'd, but durſt not aſk to part : 
Murm'ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard 
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That generous actions meet a baſe reward, 80 
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[SE The changing ſkies hang out their fable clouds; 


As near the miſer's heavy doors they drew, 


The nimble lightning mix'd with ſhow'rs began, 
And o'er their heads loud - rolling thunder ran. 2 
| Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, 9 5 | 


( Twas then his threſhold firſt receiv'd a gueſt); 
Slow creaking turns the door with jealous care, 


One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, 
And nature's fervour thro' their limbs recalls : 


In one ſo rich, a life ſo poor and rude ; - 
And why ſhould ſuch (within himſelf he cry'd) 
15 Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want beſide ? 2 4 


1 91 1 
While this ting pi, Gti 


A ſound in air preſag'd approaching rain, 


And beaſts to covert ſcud acroſs the plain. 
Warn'd by the ſigns, the wand'ring pair retreat, 8 5 


To ſeek for ſhelter at a neighb'ring ſeat. 


Twas built with turrets, on a riſing ground, 8 
And ſtrong, and large, and unimprov'd around ; 
Its owner's temper, tim'rous and ſevere, 


Unkind and griping, caus'd a deſert there. wy 90 


Fierce riſing guſts with ſudden fury blew ; 


Driv'n by the wind, and batter'd by the rain, 
At length ſome pity warm'd the maſter's breaſt, . 


And half he welcomes in the ſhivering pair; 100 | 


Bread of the coarſeſt fort, with eager wine, 
(Each hardly granted), ſerv'd them both to 4 | 
And when the tempelt firſt appear d to ceaſe, 10g 
A ready warning bid them part in peace. 
With till remark the pond'ring hermit view'd: 


M2 - 
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Bat what new maths of wonder oon took plac, 


nn ev ry ſettling feature of his face! 


When from his veſt the young companion bore 
That cup, the gen'rous landlord own'd before, 


The ſtinted Kindneſs of this churliſh foul. 
But now the clouds in airy tumult fly, 
The ſun emerging opes an azure ſky ; 

A freſher green the ſmelling leaves diſplay, 


| And glitt ring as they tremble cheer the day : 120 5 


The weather courts them from the poor retreat, 
And the glad maſter 2 gate. 


While hence they walk, the the pilgrim's boſom. 


6 wrought 

With all the travel of uncertain 1 
His partner's acts without their cauſe appear, 
Twas there a vice, and ſeem'd a madneſs here : 

| Detoſting that, and pitying this he goes, 
No night's dim ſhades again involve the ſky ; | 


Again the wand'rers want a place to lie, 130 
© Again they ſearch, and find a lodging nich. 
The foil improv'd around, the manſion neat, 
Band neither poorly low, nor idly great: 
ſeem'd to ſpeak its maſter's turn of mind, 


Hier the walkers turn with weary feet, | 
ken bleſs the manſion, and the maſter greet : 
Vir greeting fair, beſtow'd with modeſt guiſe, 
be courteous maſter hears, and thus replies: 


And paid profuſely with the precious bowl 115 1 


125 


dntent, and not for praiſe, but virtue kind. 135 
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[EE * without a grudging heart, 1 40 
To bim who gives us all, I yield a part; | 
From him you come, for him accept it here, 


A frank and ſober, more than coltly cheer. 
5s | He ſpoke, and bid the welcome table ſpread, 
1 Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed, 145 
When the grave houſchold round his hall repair, 
Warn'd by a bell, and cloſe the hours with pray'r. 
Alt length the world renew'd by calm repoſe 
Wk Was ſtrong for toil, the dappled morn aroſe ; 
Before the pilgrims part, the younger crept 150 

e Near the clos'd cradle where an infant ſlept, , 
„ And writh'd his neck: the landlord's little pride, 
DOD ſtrange return ! grew black, and gaſp d, and dy d. 
Horror of horrors ! what ! his only ſon! 5s 
5 How look'd our hermit when the fact was done? 


Not hell, tho” hell's black jaws in ſunder part, 156 
And breathe blue fire, could more aſſault his heart. 
Confus d, and ſtruck with ſilence at the deed, 
Nsͤẽe flies, but trembling fails to fly with ſpeed. 
| His ſteps the youth purſues ; the country lay 166 
Perplex'd with roads, a ſervant ſhow'd the Way « 
A river croſs'd the path; the paſſage o'er 
Was nice to find; the ſervant trod before; 
Long arms of oaks an open bridge ſupply'd, 
And deep the waves beneath the bending glide. 165 
The youth, who ſeem'd to watch a time to ſin, 
Ahpproach'd the carelefs guide, and thruſt him in; 
— Plunging he falls, and riſing lifts his head, 
Then flaſhing turns, and ſinks among the dead. 


CW 3 
Wild, ſparkling rage inflames the father's eyes, 
He burſts the bands of fear, and madly cries, , 171 
wretch — But ſcarce his ſpeech began, 
When the ſtrange partner ſeem'd no longer man: 
His youthful face grew more ſerenely ſweet ; ; 
His robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his feet; 
Fair rounds of radiant points inveſt his hair; 176 
Celeſtial odours breathe thro” purpled air; 
And wings, whoſe colours glitter'd on the day, 
Wide at his back their gradual plumes diſplay. 
The form zthereal burſts upon his ſight, 180 
And moves in all the majeſty of light. 
Tho' loud at firſt the pilgrim's paſſion grew, 
Sudden he gaz d, and wiſt not what to do; 
Surpriſe in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, 
And in a calm his ſettling temper ends. „ 
But ſilence here the beauteous angel broke, 1 
(The voice of muſic raviſh'd as he ipoke). 
Thy pray'r, thy praiſe, thy life to vice unknown, 
In ſweet memorial riſe before the throne : 
= Theſe charms ſucceſs in our bright region find, 190 
And force an angel down, to calm thy mind; 
For this commiſſion'd 1 forſook the ſky : 
Nay, ceaſe to kneel — thy fellow-ſervant I. 
Then know the truth of government divine, 
And let theſe ſcruples be no longer thine. 195 
The Maker juſtly claims that world he made, 
In this the right of providence is laid; 
Its facred majeſty chro! all depends - 
On uſing ſecond means to work his ends: 


, 
3 
* 

4 
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"Tis thes, withdrawn in ſtate from human eye, 200 
The Pow'r exerts his attributes on high, 
Your actions uſes, nor controls your will, 
And bids the doubting ſons of men be ſtill. 
What ſtrange events can ſtrike with more ſurpriſe, 
Than thoſe which lately ſtruck thy wond' ring eyes? 


Let taught by theſe, confeſs th' Almighty juſt, 20 


And where you can't unriddle, learn to truſt ! 
The great, vain man, Who far'd on coſtly food, 
Whoſe life was too luxurious to be good ; 55 
Who made his iv'ry ſtands with goblets ſhine, 210 
And forc'd his gueſts to morning-draughts of wine, 
Has, with the cup, the graceleſs cuſtom loſt, 
And ſtill he welcomes, but with leſs of coſt. 7 — 
The mean, ſuſpicious wretch, whoſe bolted door 
Ne'er mov'd in duty to the wand'ring poor; 215 
With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 
That heav'n can bleſs, if mortals will be kind. 
_ Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the . 
And feels compaſſion touch his grateful ſoul. 
Thus artiſts melt the ſullen ore of lead, -, a 
Wich heaping coals of fire upon its head; 
in the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 
And looſe from droſs, the ſilver runs below. 
- g had our pus friend in virtue trod, 


And me: e 
To what exceſſes had his dotage run? 


But God, to fave the father, took the fon. 
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To all but thee, in fits he ſeem'd to go, 230 
(And 'twas my miniſtry to deal the blow). 
The poor fond parent humbled in the duſt, 
Now owns in tears the puniſhment was juſt. 
But how had all his fortune felt a wrack, 
Had that falſe /ervant ſped in ſafety back? 235 
This night his treaſur d heaps he meant to ſtcal, 
And what a fund of charity would fail ! 


Thus heav'n inſtructs thy mind: this trial o'er, 


Depart in peace, reſign, and fin no more. 

On ſounding pigions here the youth withdrew, 
The ſage ſtood wond'ring as the Seraph flew. 241 
Thus look'd Eliſha, when to mount on high 

His maſter took the chariot of the ſky; _ 

The fiery pomp aſcending left the view; 
The prophet gaz d, and wiſh'd to follow too. 245 
The bending hermit here a pray begun, 
Lord! as in heav'n, on earth thy will be done. 

Then gladly turning, ſought his ancient place, 25 
c 


COLIN anDd LUCY. 


F Leinſter fam'd for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was the grace; 4 
Nor cer did Liff's limpid fiream 


5 „„ 


| 1 


15 
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Till luckleſs love and pining care 


Impair'd her roſy hue, 


Her dainty lip, her damaſk cheek, 


And eyes of gloſſy blue. 
ak 8 

Ah ! have you ſeen a lily pale 
When beating rains deſcend ? 


80 droop'd this flow-conſuming maid, 


Her life now near its end. 
IV. 


By L Lucy warn'd, of flatt'ring ſwains 


Lake heed, ye eaſy fair! 
Of vengeance due to broken vows, 
Ye flatt' ring {wains, beware || 
3 
Three times all in the dead of night 
A bell was heard to ring; 


And at her window, ſhrieking thrice, 


The raven flapp'd his wing. 
Full well the love-lorn maiden knew 
The ſolemn-boding found, 
And thus in dying words beſpoke | 
The virgins weeping round. 
_  * 


* I hear a voice you cannot hear, 
That cries I muſt not ſtay ; 
I ſee a hand you cannot ſee, 


That beckons me away. 


's 


20 


25 
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VIII. N 
9 * Of a falſe ſwan, and broken heart, 
* In early youth I die: © 
* Am I to blame, becauſe the bride 
Is twice as rich as I? 1 
IX. 
A. coli, give not her thy vows, 
Vous due to me alone! | 
„Nor thou, raſh girl, receive his kiſs, 
” " Nor nk im all ty Own 
X. 
« To-morrow in the chorch, ww 


* Impatient both prepare: 


30 


2 Bus gw, falſs man, and hs fad: maid, 


0 Poor Lucr will be there. 
XI. — 
© Then bear my corſe, ye comrades dear, 
The bridegroom blithe to meet ; 
He in his wedding tim fo gay, 1 
I in my winding · ſneet! 
3 
She ſpoke, ſhe dy'd, wes hens 
| The bridegroom blithe to meet ; 
He in his wedding-trim ſo gay, 
| She in her winding-ſheert, 
EE wp 


What then were Col 1 8 dreadful thoughts ? 


How were theſe nuptials kept ? 
The bride's-men flock d round Lucy dead, 
And all the village wept. 


48 


45 
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XIV. 
Gun ion, ſhame, remorſe, deſpair, 
At once his boſom ſwell: 
The damps of death bedew'd his brow, 
He — he ſhook, he fell. 
we 


From the vain bride, a bride no more, 


The varying crimſon fled ; 


When, ſtretch'd beſide her rival's corſe, 


She ſaw her lover dead. 
1 
He, to his Lucy's new-made grave 
Convey'd by trembling ſwains, 


In the ſame mold, beneath one ſod, 


| For ever now remains. 
XVII. 


oft at this place the conſtant bind 


And plighted maid are ſeen ; 


With garlands gay, and true-love \ knots 


They deck the ſacred green. 
©" 


But, ſwain forefworn, whoe'er thou art, 


This hallow'd ground forbear ! 
Remember CoLiNn's dreadful fate, 
And fear to meet him there. 


þ 


ts. 
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Upon unnatural flights in PoxrRxv. 


S when ſome image of a charming face 
In living paint, an artiſt tries to trace, 
He carefully conſults each beauteons line, 
Adjuſting to his object, his deſign ; 


We praiſe the piece, and give the painter fame, 5_ 


But as the juſt reſemblance ſpeaks the dame. 


Poets are limners of another kind, 


To copy out ideas in the mind; 


Words are che paint by which the thoughts are ſhown, 
And nature ſits, the object to be drawn; 10 


The written picture we applaud or blame, 

But as the due proportions are the ſame. 

Who driven with ungovernable fire, 

Or void of art, beyond theſe bounds aſpire, 
Gigantic forms, and monſtrous births alone 15 
Produce, which nature ſhock d, diſdains to on. 
By true reflection I would ſee my face, 

Why brings the fool a magnifying-glaſs? 


And mounting in bold figures out of ſight 


* © But poetry in fiction takes delight, cg, | 7 


Leaves truth behind, in her audacious flight: 5 


ANNOTATIONS. 


 * The poetic world is nothing but fition ; Parnaſſus, 


_ Pegaſus, and the Muſes, pure imagination and chimera : 


but being however a ſyſtem univerſally agreed on, all m 


| 
| 
| 
| 


1 r 
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u, 
= 


| 
| 
| 
| 


When thro” the phraſe we plainly ſee the ſenſe, 
Truth, where the meaning's obvious, an ke 


— 


1 


„ and entities G e tis — 0 
« And raſh hyperboles that ſoar ſo hic. 
And every ornament of verſe muſt die.” 


| Miſtake me not: no figures I exclude, 25 
And but forbid intemperance, not food. Th 
Who would with care ſome happy fiction frame, 
So mimicks truth, it looks the very fame ; 


Not rais'd to force, or feign'd in nature's ſcorn, 
But meant to grace, illuſtrate, and adorn. 
Important truths ſtill let your fables hold, 


30 


And moral myſteries with art nafold, 
Ladies and beaux to pleaſe, is all the taſk, 


But the ſharp critic will inſtruction aſk. WE 
* As veils tranſparent cover not, but hide, 35 
Such metaphors appear when right apply'd ; 


The reader what in reaſon's due, believes, 


Nor eau m OE OG which not deccives. 40 


ANNOTATIONS. 


has or may be contrived or invented upon this foundation, 


according to nature, ſhall be reputed as truth; but what · 


ſoever ſhall diminiſh from, or exceed the jult proportions 
ol nature, ſhall be rejected as falſe, and pals for exttara- 


gance; as dwarfs and giants, for monſters, 

* When Homer, mentioning Achilles, terms him a 
lion, this is a metaphor, and the meaning is obvious and 
true, though the literal ſenſe be falſe, the poet intending 
thereby to give his reader ſome idea of the ftrength and 


fortitude of his hero. Had he ſaid, that wolf, or that 


bear, this had been falſe, by preſenting an image not 


_ conformable to the natute and chatacter of a hero, Cc. 


rr ¶ . M2 Bag 4.4 oO — * — 
* 1 7 Þ 2 4 7 * 54 
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=  Hyperboles, & daring and fo bold, 
Diſdaining bounds, are yet by rules controll'd : 
Above the clouds, but ſtill within our fight, 
They mount with truth, and make a tow'ring flight, 
Preſenting things impoſſible to view, 4 
They wander thro' incredible to true: 7 


Falſehoods thus mix'd, like metals are refin'd, 
And truth, like ſilver, leaves the droſs behind. 


Thus poetry has ample ſpace to ſoar, 


Nor needs forbidden regions to explore: 50 


Such vannts as his, who can with patience read, 
Who thus deſcribes his hero ſlain and dead : 


| | ANNOTATIONS, | 
* Hyperboles are of divers ſorts, and the manner of 


introducing them is different: Some are as it were natu- 

ralized and eſtabliſhed by a cuſtomary way of expreſſion ; 
das when we ſay, ſuch a one is as ſwift as the wind, whiter 
than ſnow, or the like. Homer ſpeaking of Nereus, 

calls him, beauty itſelf ; Martial of Zoilus, lewdneſs it- 


ſelf. Such hyperboles ke indeed, but deceive us not; 


and therefore Seneca terms them lies that readily condut 
out imagination to truths, and have an intelligible ſigniſi- 
cation, tho' the expreſſion be ſtrained beyond credibility. 

Cuſtom has likewiſe familiarized another way for hyper- 
| boles, for example, by irony ; as when we ſay of ſome 


infamous woman, She is a civil perſon, where the meaning 


is to be taken quite oppoſite to the letter. Theſe few 


figures are mentioned only for example ſake ; it will be 


food that all otheis are to be uſed wich the like care 
and diſcretion. 


q 


1 
+ © Kill'd as * he was, inſenſible of dea, 
« He ſtill fights on, and ſcorns to yield his breath.” 


The noiſy culverin o'ercharg'd lets ly, 55 


And burſts unaiming in the rended ſky : 5 3 

Such frantic flights are like a madman's dream, 

And nature ſuffers in the wild extreme, : 
The captive cannibal weigh'd down with chains 


| Yet braves his foes, reviles, provokes, diſdains ; 66 
Of nature fierce, untameable and proud, 


He = e at the gaping croud, 
„ 
ANNOTATIONS. 


+ I needed not to have travelled fo far for an extra-. 
gant ſſight; 1 . one of Briuſh * of the like 


nature: 


See thoſe dead 6. hence cn 4 wich care, 
Life may perhaps return — with change of air. 


But I chuſe rather to correct gently. by foreign examples, 

hoping that ſuch as are conſcious of the like — will 
take the hint, and ſecretly reprove themſelves. It may be 
poſſible for ſome tempers to maintain rage and indignation 
to the laſt gaſp ; but the ſoul and body once parted, there 
mult neceſſarily be a determination of action. 


QNuodcungue oftendis mihi fic incredulus dl. 


I cannot forbear quoting on this occaſion, as an example | 


for the preſent purpoſe, two noble lines of Jaſper Main's, 
in the collection of the Oxford verſes printed in the year 


1643, upon the death of my grandfather Sir Bevil Gran- 


—— in the hear of adtion at the bactle 4 


But to reſemblance muſt be ever true. 


R R . R . % „„ „ 
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And ſpent at laſt, and ſpeechleſs as he lies, 


With looks ſtill threat'ning, mocks their rage, and dies, 


This is the utmoſt ſtretch that nature can, 6g 
And all beyond is fulſome, falſe, and vain. 


| Beauty's the theme ; ſome nymph divine'y fair 
Excites the muſe : Let truth be even there: 
As painters flatter, ſo may poets too, 


+ © The * day that ſhe was born, the Cura 
queen 


* Had like t have died tho envy and thro ſpleen; | 


The Graces in a hurry left the (kies 
a: To have the honour to attend hike eas; ; 


. Coꝛrbeile. 
ANNOTATIONS. 


The poet, after having deſcribed the bebt, the ſoldiers 
animated by the — of their , and enraged at 
his death, thus concludes. 


Thus he being ſlain, his ation fought anew, 
And the yo conguer d. whilft the living flew. 


This is agreeable to truth, and within the compals of na- | 


ture: It is thus only that the dead can act. 


P Le jour gu elle niquit, Venus bien gu immortelle, 
Penſa mourir de bonte, en la voyant #h —_ 
Les graces a Þ envi deſcendirent des cieuz 
Pour avoir I honneur d accompagner ſes yeux, 

_ Er amour, qui ne put entrer dans ſon courage, 

Voulut — liger Jur fon ice. 
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Tho wrote by great CORNEILLE, ſuch lines as theſe, 
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„Ane be bs e e 75 
„Would needs take up his lodging in her face.“ 


Such civil nonſenſe ſure could never pleaſe. 


| ANNOTATIONS. 
This is a lover's deſcription of his miſtreſs, by the great 


Corneille: civil, to be ſure, and polite as any thing can be. 
Let any body turn over Waller, and he will fee how much 


more naturally and delicately the Engliſh author treats the 
article of love, than this celebrated Frenchman. I would 
not however be thought by any derogatory quotation to 
take from the merit of a writer whoſe reputation is ſo u- 
riverſally and ſo juſtly eſtabliſhed in all nations; but, as I 
ſaid before, I rather chuſe, where any failings are to be 


found, to cortect my own countrymen by foreign ex- 
amples, than to provoke them by inſtances drawn from 


their own writings. Humanum eff errare. I cannot 
forbear one quotation 1 more from another celebrated French 


author, It is an epigram upon a monument for Francis 
the Firſt king of France, by way of queſtion and anſwer. 


which in Engliſh is verbatim thus. 


Under this merkle, who lies buried here ? 
Francis the great, a king beyond compare. 
IWhy has ſo great a king fo ſmall a flone ? 

Of that great king here's but the heart aleus. 
Then of this conqueror here lies but part? 
No — here ke lies all — for be was all heart. 


The author was a Gaſcon, to whom I can properly oppoſe 

nobody ſo well as a Welchman; for which purpoſe I am 
further furniſhed from the forementioned collection of 
Oxford verſes, with an epigram by Martin Lluellin upon 


the ſame ſubject, which I remember to have heard often 


"0 repeated 
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Warn, the beſt of all th' inſpired train, 
To melt the fair, inſtructs the dying wan. 80 


ANNOTATIONS. 


_ nurſery of the Muſes ? 


Thus ſlain thy valiant * analy did lie 

When his one bark a navy did defy ; 

M ben now encompaſi 'd round, be victor flood, 

And bath'd his pinnace in his conquering blood, 

Till all the purple current dry'd and ſpent, 

He fell, and made the waves his monument. 
Where ſhall the next fam'd Granville's aſhes tand? 
Thy grandſire . fills the ſea, and thine the land. © 


I cannot ſay the two laſt lines, in which conſiſts the ſting 


or point of the epigram, are ſtrictly conformable to the 
rule herein ſet down: the word a/hes, metaphorically, can 


Hgnify nothing but fame; which is mere ſound, and can | 3] 
till no ſpace either of land or ſea : The Welchman, how- _ 
erer, mult be allowed to have outdone the Gaſcon, The 


fallacy of the French epigram appears at firſt fight ; but 
the Engliſh ſtrikes the fancy, ſuſpends and dazzles the 


Judgment, and may perhaps be allowed to paſs under the 
ſhelter of thoſe daring hyperboles, which, by preſenting an 
obvious meaning, make their - way, according to — 


thro' the incredible to true. 


* Sir Richard Granville, vice-admiral of England, i in 

the reig=: of Queen Eliſabeth, maintained a fight with his 
ſingle ſhip againſt the whole Armade of Spain, conſiſting 2 
of fifty-three of their beſt men of war, 


to me when I was a boy. Beſides, from whence 
can we draw better outages than from the very ſeat and 


His hero, and his gods to diff rent ſides, 


How oft, alas ! the beſt of men in vain 85 
Contend for bleſſings which the worſt obtain ! 


6 + Victrix cauſa Dei: placuit, ſed vida Catoni. 


| tack it; but it is not to be ſuppo 


neſs: to judge aright, we muſt wait for the concluſion of 
| the action; the cataſtrophe will beſt decide on which fide 


gods from being companions of his uſurpation. 
a fiee-thinker, 4 


+ The“ Roman wit, who impiouſly divides * 


I would condemn : but that in ſpite of ſenſe 
Th' admiring world ſtill ſtands in his defence. 


* Lucan, 


ANNOTATIONS. 


The conſent of ſo many ages having eſtabliſhed the repu- 

tation of this line, it may poop be preſumption to at- 
ed, that Cato, who is de- 

ſcribed to have been a man of rigid morals and ſtrièt de- 


| botion, more reſembling the gods than men, would have 


choſen any party in oppolition to thoſe gods, whom he pro- 


| feſſed to adore, The poet would give us to underſtand, 


that this hero was too righteous a perſon to accompany the = 


divinities themſelves in an _ cauſe ; but to repreſent a 


mortal man to be either wiſer or juſter than the Deity, 


may ſhew the impiety of the writer, but add nothing to 
the merit of the hero; neither reaſon nor religion will al- 

low it, and it is impoſſible for a corrupt being to be more 
excellent than a divine: ſucceſs implies permiſhon, and 
not approbation g to place the gods always on the thriving 


lide, is to make them partakers of all ſucceſsful wicked- 


is providence, and the violent death of Cæſar acquits the 
Lucan was a det 


ermined republican, no wonder he was 
_ 


= 11 
Become not parties in an impious deed : 
And by the tyrant's murder we may find 


Our characters we leſſen, when we'd raiſe : 
Like caſtles built by magic art in air, 
That vaniſh at approach, ſuch thoughts appear; 
But rais'd on truth, by ſome judicious hand, 95 
As on a rock they ſhall for ages ſtand. 
JI + Our king ® return'd, and baniſh'd peace reſtor d, 
The mulſc ran mad to ſee her exil'd lord; 


* King Charles II. 


| wy Mr Dryden in one of his prologues has theſe two P 


He's bound to pleaſe, not to write well, and knows | 


| There i; a mode in plays, as well as cloaths, 


From whence it it is plain where he has expoſed himſelf 


to the critics; he was forced to follow the faſhion to hu- 
mour an audience, 
criſice to make for reſent ſubſiſtence, eſpecially for ſach 

as would have their Mitings live as well as themſelves, 
Nor can the poet whoſe fabours are his daily bread, be de- 


livered from this cruel neceſſity, unleſs ſome more certain 
_ encouragement can be provided than the bare uncertan 


profits of a third day, and the theatre be put under ſome 


more impartial management than the juriſdiction of players. 


Who write to live, muſt unavoidably comply with their 
taſte by whoſe approbation they ſubſiſt; ſome generous 
| prince, or prime miniſter like Richelieu, can only find a 


emedy. | 


That Ca ro and the gods were of a mind. 90 
| Thus forcing truth with ſuch prepoſt rous praiſe, 


not to pleaſe himſelf. A hard fa- 


90 


„ 


109 1 
On the crack d ſtage the bedlam heroes roar'd, = 
And ſcarce could ſpeak one reaſonable word ; 100 


Darn himſelf, to pleaſe a frantic age, 


Was fore'd to let his judgment loop to rage, 
To a wild audience he conform'd his voice, 


Comply'd to cuſtom, but not err'd by choice : 
Deem then the people's, not the writer's ſin, ' 10 


ALMANZOR's rage, and rants of Max1min; 


That fury ſpent in each elab'rate piece, 
He vies for fame with ancient RoME and GREECE. 


Firſt * MULGRAVE roſe, RosCOMMON next, like 
—_— 


„„ al a | 
With ſteady judgment, and in lofty ſounds, 111 
They gave us patterns, _ EOS 3 i 


* Earl of Mulgrave's eſſay upon poetry; od | Lord 


12— s upon tranſlated verſe. 


remedy. In his epiſtle 4 to the Spaniſh Friar, 
this incomparable poet thus cenſures himſelf : 

« I remember ſome verſes of my own, a and 
% Almanzor, which cry vengeance upon me fo: their ex- 


* rravagance, Oc. All I can ſay for thoſe paſſages, 


« which are I hope not many, 1s, that I knew they were 
bad enough to pleaſe, even when 1 wrote them; but 1 
** repent of them among my fins : and if any of their fel- 
« lows intrude by chance into my preſent writings, I draw 


n ſtroke over thoſe Dalilahs of the theatre, and am re- 


e ſolved I will ſettle myſelf no reputation by the applauſe 
of fools: it is not that I am mortified to all ambition, but 
* I ſcorn as much to take it from half-witted judges, as I 
** ſhould to raiſe an eſtate by cheating of — neither _ 
„ do 


Ch 
II 


— n 1 —_ 9 N * 1 * * 
9 e TORRE. W 9 * 1 
? , - 
. [ ; 


The STAG1RITE and HoRACE laid aſide, 

Inform'd by them we need no foreign guide: 
Who ſeek from poetry a laſting name, 11g 
May in their leſſons learn the road to fame: 
But let the bold adventurer be ſure 
That every line the teſt of truth endure ; *' 
On this foundation may the fabric riſe, 


Firm and unſhaken, till it touch the ſkies, 120 
From pulpits baniſh'd, from the court, from love, 


Forſaken truth ſeeks ſhelter in the grove ; 
_ Cheriſh, ye Muſes ! the neglected fair, 
5 And take into your train th abandon d wanderer. 


= ; do 1 1 the lofty ſtyle i in tragedy, WYY * 
« pompous and magnificent : bur nothing is truly ſublime, 


* that is not juſt and proper.” 

This may ſtand as an unanſwerable apology for Mr Dry- 
den, againſt his critics: and likewiſe for an unqueſtionable 
authority to confirm thoſe principles which the foregoing 


poem pretends to lay down , for nothing can be jult _ 


proper bot what is built upon truth, 
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Pit m mady p piece to you I ſend, 


And, anxious for the public weal, 
Do, what I ſing, ſo often feel. 


Allowing for a vapour'd muſe; 
Nor, to a narrow path confin d, 
Hledge in by rules a roving mind. 


Throughout the ſire's tranſmitted face. 
Nothing is ſtol'n : my muſe, tho' mean, 
Draws from the ſpring ſhe finds within; 
Nor vainly buys what Gildon ſells, 

Poetic buckets for dry wells. 


Where all the ancient treaſures lie, 


Raiment from naked bodies won : 


Tus SPLEEN. 
An EPISTLE to Mr C. 7. 


1 Who always were a faithful friend: 
Who, if diſputes ſhould happen hence, 
Can beſt explain the author's ſenſe; 


The want of method pray excuſe, 


The child is genuine; you can trace 


School-helps I want, to climb on high, 


And there unſeen commit a theft 
On wealth, in Greek exchequers left, 20 
Then where ? from whom ? what can I ſteal, Ne 
Who only with the moderns deal ? 1 
This were attempting to put on 


| 5 L 112 * 
They ſafely ſing before a thief, „ 
They cannot give who want relief; 1 
Some few excepted names well known, Be. 
And juſtly laurel'd with renown, 1 
Whoſe ſtamp of genius marks their ware, | * 
And theft detects : of theft beware; 360 ; 
From Moore fo laſh'd, example fit, 8 2 
Shun petty larceny in wit. EE 
Firſt know, my friend, Ann 
To write a treatiſe on the Spleen; Þ | 
Nor to preſcribe, when nerves convulle ; 
Nor mend th' alarum watch, your pulſe: 
If I am right, your queſtion lay, 
What courſe I take to drive away © 
The day-mare Spleen, by whoſe falſe pleas | N 
Men prove mere ſuicides in eaſe; 49 | 
And how I do myſelf demean 1 
In ſtormy world to live ſerene. 
When by its magic lantern Spleen 
With frightful figures ſpread life's ſcene, 1 
And threat'ning proſpects urg d my fears, — 
A ſtranger to the luck of heirs; 55 
| Reaſon, ſome quiet to reſtore, 
4x  Shew'd part was ſubſtance, ſhadow more; 
1 With Spleen's dead weight tho' heavy grown, Fo 
1 In life's rough tide I ſunk not down, 8 
But ſwam, till fortune threw a rope, "VE 
=  Buoyant on bladders fill d with hope. 
I always chuſe the plaineſt food 
To mend viſcidity of blood. 
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1 Hail! water-gruel, healing power, 
Df eazy acceſs to the poor; 
Thy help love's confeſſors implore, | 
And doctors ſecretly adore : 
| To thee I fly, by thee dilute, 1 
30 Thro' veins my blood doth quicker ſhoot, 
A. And by ſwift current throws off clean 
Prolific particles of Spleen. 
. I never ſick by drinking grow, 
| Nor keep myſelf a cup too low; 
38 And ſeldom Cloe's lodgings han. *, 
| Thrifty of ſpirits, which 1 want. 
| Hunting I reckon very good 
To brace the nerves, and ſtir the blood: 
| But after no field-honours itch, 
49 | | Achiev'd by leaping hedge and ditch. 
+ While Spleen lies ſoft relax'd in bed, 
Or ver coal-fires inclines the head, 
 Hypgeia's ſons with hound and horn, 
And jovial cry awake the morn : 
45 Ik̃ beſe ſee her from her duſky plight, 
| _ Smear'd by th' embraces of the night, 
With roral waſh redeem her face, 
| And prove herſelf of Titan's race, 
And, mounting in looſe robes the ſkies, 
30 | Shed light and fragrance as the flies. 
1 Then horſe and hound fierce joy diſplay, 
Exulting at the Hark- away, 
And in purſuit o'er tainted ground 
| Prom lungs robuſt field-notes reſound. 
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Then, as St George the dragon ſlew, 
Spleen pierc'd, trod down, and dying view, | 


While all the ſpirits are on wing, 
And woods, and hills, and valleys ring. 


To cure the mind's wrong bias, Spleen, 
Some recommend the bowling-green ; 


Some, hilly walks; all, exerciſe ; 


Fling but a ſtone, the giant dies; 


Laugh, and be well. Monkeys have been 


Extreme good doctors for the Spleen ; 
And kitten, if the humour hit, 
Has harlequin d away the fit. 


Since mirth is good on this behalf, 


At ſome partic lars let us laugh. 
Witlings, briſk fools curs'd with half ſenſe, 
That ſtimulates their impotence, 
Who buzz in rhyme, and, like blind flies, 
Err with their wings for want of eyes, 


Poor authors worſhipping a calf, 


Deep tragedies that make us laugh, 


A ſtrict diſſenter ſaying grace, 

A lect'rer preaching for a place, 
Folks, things prophetic to diſpenſe, 
Making the paſt the future tenſe, 


The Popiſh dubbing of a prieſt, 


Fine epitaphs on knaves deceas'd, 
Green-apron'd Pythoniſſa's rage, 


Great Æſculapius on his ſtage, 
A miſer ſtarving to be rich, 


The prior of Newgate's dying ſpeech, | 
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A jdintur d widow's ritual Nate, ung 
Two Jews diſputing tete d tete, 
New almanacks compos'd by Jeers, 

Experiments on felons ears, 


Diſdainful prudes, who ceaſeleſs ply 


The ſuperb muſcle of the eye, | 120 
A coquet's April-weather face, 


A Queenb rough mayor behind his mace; 


And tops in military ſhew, 


Are ſov'reign for the caſe in view: 
It Sple=n-fogs riſe at cloſe of day, 12 9 | 


I clear my ev'ning with a play, 


Or to ſome concert take my way. ä 
The company, the ſhine of lights, 


| The ſcenes of humour, muſic's flights, 3 
Adjuſt and ſet the foul to rights. 130J 


Life's moving pictures, well-wrought plays, 
To other's griefs attention raiſe : 
Here, while the tragic fiftions glow, 


We borrow joy by pitying wo; 


There, gaily comic ſcenes delight, 135 
And hold true mirrors to our fight. e 


Virtue, in charming dreſs array 'd, 
Calling the paſſions to her aid, 
When moral ſcenes juſt action join, 
Takes ſhape, and ſhews her face divine. 140 


Muſic has charms, we all may find, 
Ingratiate dezply with the mind. 


| When art ders ſound's high pow'r advance, 


To muſic s pipe the * dance; 
„ 


TT 1 


I Motions unwill'd its pow'rs have ſhewn, 145 
Tarantulated by a tune. 
Many have held the ſou to be 

Nearly ally'd to harmony. 

Her have 1 known indulging grief, 
And ſhunning company's relief, 150 
Unveil her face, and looking round, 8 
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Own, by neglecting ſorrow's wound, 
The conſanguinity of ſound. a 
In rainy days keep double guard, 
Or Spleen will ſurely be too hard, 153 
Which, like thoſe fiſh by failors met, Y 
Fly higheſt, while their wings are wet, 


In ſuch dull weather, fo unfit 
To enterpriſe a work of wit, - 
When clouds one yard of azure ſky, 160 | 
'That's fit for ſimile, deny, | : 
I dreſs my face with ſtudious looks, IS. 
And ſhorten tedious hours with books. : 
But if dull fogs invade the head, + | 
That mem'ry minds not what is read, x65 | 
I fit in window dry as ark, =: 
And on the drowning world remark : , 
Or to ſome coffechouſe I ſtray 3 
For news, the manna of a day, 
And from the hipp'd diſcourſes gather, 170 
That politics go by the weather, 
Then ſeck good-humour'd tavern chums, 
And play at cards, but for ſmall ſums ; 
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And laugh aloud with them that laugh ; . Mo 
Or drink a joco-ferious cup 
With ſouls who've took their freedom up, 
And let my mind, beguil'd by talk, 
50 In Epicurus' garden walk, e 
„ Who thought it heav's to be fene; „„ 
| Pain, hell, and purgatory, Spleen. 3 
ö Sometimes I dreſs, with women fit, 
And chat away the gloomy fit, 
55 | Quit the ſtiff garb of ſerious ſenſe, 
And wear a pay impertinence. 1 
Nor think, nor ſpeak with any pains, 
But lay on fancy's neck the reins; 
Talk of unuſual ſwell of waiſt 
660 | In maid of honour looſely lac'd, a 
And beauty borrowing Spaniſh red, _ 
And loving pair with ſep' rate bed, = 
And jewels pawn'd for loſs of game, 1 85 
And then redeem'd by loſs of fame; 
165 Of Kitty (aunt left in the lurch 7 
I By grave pretence to go to church) 195 
Perceiv'd in hack with lover fine, _ 
Like Will and Mary on the coin: 
And thus in modiſh manner we 
In aid of ſugar ſweeten tea. . 
Permit, ye fair, your idol form, „ 
Which eben the coldeſt heart can warm, 
May with its beauties grace my line, 
| While I bow down before its ſhrine, 
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And your throng'd altars with my lays WY 80 
Perfume, and get by giving praiſe. 1 B 
With ſpeech ſo ſweet, ſo ſweet a mien =” 
You excommunicate the Spleen, | mn 
Which, fiend-like, flies the magic ring 1 ” 
Tou form with ſound, when pleas'd to ſing. A 
| 'Whate'er you fay, howe'er you move, 1 1. 
We look, we liſten, and approve. 
| Your touch, which gives to feeling bliſs, Y, 
Our nerves officious throng to kiſs ; | — 
By Celia's pat on their report 1 
The grave air d foul, inclin'd to ſport, „ 
Renounces wiſdom's ſullen pomp, "= 
And loves the floral game, to rom. R: 
But who can view the pointed rays, 3 
That from black eyes ſcintillant blaze? „ 
Love on his throne of glory ſeems 220 1 
Encompaſs d with Satellite beams. e [i 
But when blue eyes, more ſoftly bright, 7 8 
Diffuſe benignly humid light, 1 
We gaze, and fee the ſmiling loves, — 3 
And Cytherea's gentle doves, $251 
And raptur'd fix in fuch a face, '* 
Love's mercy- ſeat, and throne of grace. | 
Shine but on age, you melt its ſnow, T 
Again fires long-extinguiſh'd glow ; * 
And, charm'd by witchery of eyes, t 
Blood long congealed liquifies, 8 1 
True miracle, and fairly done He 


; * * which are ador'd while on. 
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EL And old inſpired times diſplay, | 
| How wives could love, and yet 1 


19 J 
But oh, what pity tis to find . 


Such beauties both of form and mind, 


By modern breeding much debas d, 


in half the female world at leaſt! 


Hence I with care ſuch lott'ries ſhun, 


Where, a prize mils'd, I'm quite undone ; 


And han't by vent'ring on a wife, 


Let run the greateſt riſk in life, 
Mothers, and guardian aunts, forbear 


Your impious pains to form the fair, 


Nor lay out ſo much coſt and art, 
Put to deflow'r the virgin heart ; 


Of ev'ry folly-foſt'ring bed 


By quick'ning heat of cuſtom bred, 


Rather than by your culture ſpoil'd, 
Deſiſt, and give us nature wild, 


Delighted with a hoyden foul, 


Which truth and innocence control. 
Coquets, leave off affected arts, 


Gay fowlers at a flock of hearts; 


Woodcocks to ſhun your ſnares have (kill, 
You ſhew ſo plain, you ſtrive to kill. 

In love the artleſs catch the game, 

And they fcarce miſs, who never aim. 
The world's great author did create 


| The ſex to fit the nuptial ſtate, 


And meant a bleſſing in a witc 
To ſolace the fatigues of life; 
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Then truth, and 
en. 
And charms, the gift of nature, ſhone ; 
And jealouſy, a thing unknown : 
Veils were the only maſks they wore, 
Novels (receipts to make a whore) 
| Nor ombre, nor quadeille they knew, 
Nor Pam's pui felt at loo. 


Wiſe men did not, to be thought gay, 


Then compliment their pow'r away : 
But leſt, by frail deſires miſled, 
The girls forbidden paths ſhould tread, 


Of ign'rance rais'd the fafe high wall, 
But we haw-haws, that ſhew them all: 


Thus we at once folicit ſenſe, 


And charge them not to break the fence. | 


Now, if untir'd, conſider, friend, Y 
What I avoid to gain my end. 
I never am at meeting ſeen, 
Meeting, that region of the Spleen ; 
The broken 1 the wy _ 

; To which vacation is diſcaſe, 7 
A gypſy diction ſearce known well 


By th magi, who law-fortunes tell, 
1 ſhun, nor let it breed within 
Law, grown a foreſt, where purplex 
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Where its twelve verd'rers every day 


Are changing ſtill the public way; 
Let if we miſs our path and err, 
We grievous penalties incur, 

And wand'rers tire, and tear their ſkin, 


And then get out where they went in. 
I never game, and rarely bet, 
Am loath to lend, or run in debt. 


No compter-writs me agitate, 
Who moralizing paſs the gate, 
And there mine eyes on ſpendthrifts turn, 
Who vainly o'er their bondage mourn. 
Wiſdom, before beneath their care, 
Pays her upbraiding viſits there, 
And forces folly thro' the grate 


Her panegyric to repeat. 


This view, profuſely when inclin'd, 


Enters a caveat in the mind: 
Experience join'd with common ſenſe 
To mortals is a providence. 

Paſſion, as frequently is ſeen, 


| Subſiding ſettles into Spleen, 


Hence, as the plague of happy life, 


I run away from party-ſtrife, 
A prince's cauſe, a church's claim, 
I've known to raiſe a mighty flame, 


And prieſt, as ſtoker, very free 
To throw in peace and charity. 
That tribe, whoſe practicals decree 


Small · beer the deadlieſt hereſy, 
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From the moſt noted whore alive, 


- Who own wine's old prophetic aid, 


And love the mitre Bacchus made, 


Forbid the faithful to depend 


On half-pint drinkers for a friend, 
And in whoſe gay red-letter'd face 


We read good-living more than grace 


Nor they ſo pure, and fo preciſe, 
Immac'late as their white of eyes, 
Who for the Spirit hug the Spleen, 


Phylacter'd throughout all their mien, 
Who their ill taſted home · brew d pray r 
To the ſtate's mellow forms prefer 


Who doctrines, as infectious, fear, 
Which are not ſteep'd in vinegar, 
And famples of heart · cheſted grace 


Expoſe in ſhew-glaſs of the face, 


Did never me as yet provoke, 


Either to honour band and clock, 
or deck my hat with leaves of oak. 


TI rail not with mock- Patriot grace 
At folks, becauſe they are in place, 


Nor, hir'd to praiſe with ſtallion pen, 
Serve the ear-lechery of men; 
And to avoid religious jars, 


The laws are my expoſitors, 
Which in my doubting mind create 
Conformity to church and late. 
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We're bound our great light to A, | 
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ö I go, purſuant to my plan, 
To Mecca with the caravan, 


And think it right in common ſenſe 7 S 


Both for diverſion and defence. 
Reforming ſchemes are none of mine, 
To mend the world's a vaſt deſign, 

| Like theirs, who tug in little boat 1 6 
To pull them to the ſhip afloat, 360 


While, to defeat their labour'd end, 


At once both wind and ſtream contend : 


Succeſs herein is ſeldom ſeen, 


And zeal when baffled, turns to Spleen. 


| Happy the man, who, innocent, 365 


Grieves not at ills he can't prevent; 
His ſkiff does with the current glide, 


Not puffing pull'd againſt the tide; 
He, paddling by the ſcuffling croud, . 
Sees unconcern'd lite's wager row'd, _ 


And when he can't prevent foul play, 
Enjoys the folly of the fray. 


By theſe refiections I repeal 
Each haſty — made in zeal, 
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And India darkneſs drive. away, 
Yet none but drunken watchmen ſend, 


And ſcroundel link-boys for that end; 


When they cry up this holy war, 2380 
Which ev ry Chriſtian Auld be for, wy 
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1 ſuffer not to prove diſeaſe, 


| Truth's banner wav'd in open air; 


| 2 * 
Yet ſuch as owe the law their ears, 


We find employ'd as engineers: 


Ws view my fartued nat fo thocks, 
In vain they hold the money-box ; 


At ſuch a conduct, which intends 


By vitious means ſuch virtuous ends, 


1 laugh off Spleen, and keep my pence 
From ſpoiling Indian innocence. 


Yet philoſophic love of eaſe 


But riſe up in the virtuous cauſe 


Of a free preſs and equal laws. 
The preſs reſtrain d! nefandous thought! 


In vain our fires have nobly fought. 


While free from force the preſs remains, 


Virtue and freedom cheer our plains, 
And learning largeſſes beſtows, 


And keeps uncenſur d open houſe. 


We to the nation's public mart 


| Our works of wit, and ſchemes of art, 
And philoſophic goods this way, 


Like water carriage, cheap convey. | 5 
This tree, which knowledge ſo affords, 
Inquiſitors with flaming ſwords 82 


From lay- approach with zeal defend, 
L.eſt their own paradiſe ſhould end. 


The preſs from her fecundous womb 


Brought forth the arts of Greece and Rome; 


Her offspring, {kill'd in logic war, 
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be monſter Superſlition fled, 


And hid in ſhade its gorgon head ; 
And lawleſs pow'r the long-kept field, 


By reaſon quell'd, was forc'd to yield. 
This nurſe of arts, and freedom's fence 
To chain, is treaſon againſt ſenſe : 


And Liberty, thy thouſand tongues 


None ſilence, who deſign no wrongs ; 


For thoſe that uſe the gag's reſtraint, 


Since diſappointment galls within, 
And ſubjugates the ſoul to Spleen, 


Moſt ſchemes, as money-ſnares, I hate, 


And bite not at projector's bait. 
Sufficient wrecks appear each day, 


And yet freſh fools are caſt away. 
Ere well the bubbled can turn round, 


| Their painted veſſel runs aground ; 
Dr in deep ſeas it overſets 


By a fierce hurricane of debts ; 


| Or helm - directors in one trip, 
Freight firſt embezzled, ſink the ſhip. 


Such was of late a corporation, 
The brazen ſerpent of the nation, 


Which, when hard accidents diſtreſs'd, 


The poor muſt look at to be bleſs'd, 


And thence expect with paper ſeal'd, 
Buy fraud and us'ry to be heal'd. 


I in no ſoul-conſumption wait 
Whole years at levees of the great, 
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And hungry hopes regale the while 
On the ſpare diet of a ſmile. 

There you may fee the idol ſtand 

Wich mirror in his wanton hand; 
Above, below, now here, now there 
He throws about the ſunny glare : 


Crouds pant, and preſs to ſeize the prize, 


The gay deluſion of their eyes. 
When fancy tries her limning ſkill 

To draw and colour at her will, 

And raiſe and round the figures well, 


And ſhew her talent to excel, 


I guard my heart, leſt it ſhould woo 
Unreal beauties fancy drew, 
And, diſappointed, feel deſpair 
At loſs of things that never were. 
When I lean politicians mark 
Grazing on æther in the park, 
Who cer on wing with open throats 
Fly at debates, expreſſes, votes, 
Juſt in the manner ſwallows uſe, 
_ Catching their airy food of news, 
Whoſe latrant ſtomachs oft moleſt 
The deep-laid plans their dreams ſuggeſt ; f 
Or ſee ſome poet penſive fit, 
Fondly miſtaking Spleen for Wit, 
Who, tho' ſhort-winded, ſtill will aim 
To ſound the epic tramp of Fame, 


| Who ſtill on Phoebus! ſmiles will dote, 


Nor learn conviction from bis coat; 
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I bleſs my ſtars, I never knew 
Whimſeys. which cloſe purſu'd, undo, 


And have from old experience been 


Both parent and the child of Spleen, 
Theſe ſubjects of Apollo's ſtate, 

Who from falſe fire derive their fate, 
With airy purchaſes undone 

Of lands, which none lend money on, 
Born dull, had follow'd thriving ways, 
Nor loſt one hour to gather bays. 

Their fancies firſt delirious grew, 

And ſcenes ideal took for true. 

Fine to the fight Parnaſſus lies, 


And with falſe proſpects cheats their eyes ; 


| The fabled goods the poets ſing, 


A ſeaſon of perpetual ſpring, 


Brooks, flow'ry fields, and groves of trees, 
Affording ſweets and ſimiles, 

Gay dreams inſpir'd in myrtle bow'rs, 

And wreaths of undecaying flow'rs, 

Apollo's harp with airs divine, 

The ſacred muſic of the Nine, 

Views of the temple rais'd to Fame, 

And for a vacant niche proud aim, 

Raviſh their ſouls, and plainly ſhew 

What fancy's ſketching power can do: 

| They will attempt the mountain ſteep, 
Where on the top, like dreams in ſleep, 

The muſes revelations ſhew, 


| That find men crack d, or make them fo. | 
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' You friend, Uke me, the trade of rhyme 
Avoid, elab'rate waſte of time, 
Nor are content to be undone, | 
And paſs for Phoebus crazy fon. 08 
Poems, the hop-grounds of the brain, . 
= Afford the moſt uncertain gain ; | 
= And lott'ries never tempt the wiſe 
With blanks ſo many to a prize. | „ 
I only tranſient viſits pa, 831% 
Meeting the muſes in my way, GL 
Scarce known to the faſtidious dames, 
Nor ſkill'd to call them by their names. po 
Nor can their paſſports in theſe days ol 
Lour profit warrant, or your praiſe. Ei a6 
On poems by their diftates writ, Ne op m3 
Critics, as {worn appraiſers, it, 
And, mere upholſt'rers, in a trice 


On gems and painting ſet a price. „ 
"Theſe tayl'ring artiſts for our lays 520 
Invent cramp'd rules, and with ſtrait ſtays 


Striving free nature's ſhape to hit, 
Emaciate ſenſe, before they fit. 
A common place, and many friends, 
Can ſerve the plagiary - JW 525 
Whoſe eaſy vamping talent lies, y 
Firſt wit to pilfer, then diſguiſe. 
Thus ſome devoid of art and ſkill 
To ſearch the mine on Pindus' hill, | 
Proud to aſpire and workmen grow, 530 
By genius doom'd to ſtay below, e 
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Wit's treaſure brought by others down. 
Some wanting, if they find a mine, ce, 
og An artiſt's judgment to refine, 535 
On fame precipitately fix d, 8 
Ĩ᷑ be ore with baſer metals mxd 
Melt down, impatient of delay, 
a And call the vitious maſs a play. 
108 All theſe engage to ſerve their ends, EY 
- A band ſelect of truſty friends, 
Who, leſſon'd right, extol the thing, 
As Pfapho taught his birds to ſing, 
| Then to the ladies they ſubmit, 
515 * Returning officers on wit; 5 
A crouded houſe their preſence draws, 7 
| And on the beaus impoſes laws, 
| And judgment in its favour ends, 
| When all the pannels are its friendz: 
520 Their natures merciful and mild | 1430 
Have from mere pity ſav'd the child; : 
In bulruſh-ark the bantling found 
|  Helpleſs, and ready to be drown'd, 
I They have preſerv'd by kind ſupport, 15 
525 And brought the baby - muſe to court. 6 
But there's a youth, that you can name, 
Who needs no leading - ſtrings to fame, 
Whoſe quick maturity of brain 
|| The birth of Pallas may explain: 
530 | Dreaming of whoſe depending fate, 3560 
5 J heard Melpomene debate, = 
| * 


n 
This, this is he, that was foretold, 
Should emulate our Greeks of old, 

Inſpir'd by me with facred art, 

He ſings, and rules the varied heart; 

If Jove's dread anger he rehearſe, 

| We hear the thunder in his verſe ; 

If he deſcribe love turn'd to rage, 


The furies riot on his page; 
If he fair liberty and law 


. By ruffian pow'r expiring draw, 
T The keener paſſions then engage 


Aright, and ſanctify their rage; 

If he attempt diſaſtrous love,” | 
We hear thoſe plaints that wound the grove, 

Within, the kinder paſſions glow, 

And tears diſtill'd from pity flow. 
From the bright viſion 1 dend. 5 
And my deſerted theme attend. 

Me never did ambition ſeixe, 
Strange fever moſt inſlam'd by eaſe, 
The active lunacy of pride, 
That courts jilt Fortune for a bride. 
This par'diſe-tree, fo fair and high, 
I view with no aſpiring eye: 
Like aſpen ſhake the reſtleſs leaves, 
And Sodom-fruit our pains deceives 
Whence frequent falls give no ſurpriſe, 
But fits of Spleen call'd growing wiſe. 
Greatneſs in glitt'ring forms diſplay'd 
AﬀeQts weak eyes much us d to ſhade, 
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And by its falſely-envy'd ſcene 
Gives ſelf-debaſing fits of Spleen. 
We ſhould be pleas'd that things are ſo, 


Who do for nothing ſee the ſhow, 
And, middle-fiz'd, can paſs between 


Life's hubbub fate, becauſe unſeen, 


And 'midſt the glare of greatneſs trace 


A wat'ry ſunſhine in the face, 
And pleaſures fled too, to redreſs 
The fad fatigues of idleneſs. 
Contentment, parent of delight, 


So much a ſtranger to our fight, 

' Say, goddeſs, in what happy place 
'  Mortals behold thy blooming face; 
Thy gracious auſpices impart, 


And for thy temple chuſe my heart, 
They, whom thou deigneſt to inſpire, 
Thy ſcience learn, to bound deſire; 
By happy alchymy of mind _ 

They turn to pleaſure all they find ; 
They both diſdain in outward mien 
The grave and folemn garb of Spleen, 
And meretricious arts of dreſs 


To feign a joy, and hide diſtreſs ; 


Unmov'd when the rude tempeſt blows, 
Without an opiate they repoſe; 
And, cover'd by your ſhield, defy 


The whizzing ſhafts, that round them fly; 


Nor, meddling with the gods' affairs, 
Concern themſelves with diſtant cares ; 
| 1 
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But place their bliſs in mental reſt, 
And feaſt upon the good poſſeſt. 


Forc'd by ſoft violence of prayer, 


' The blitheſome goddeſs fooths my care. 
I feel the deity inſpire, 
And thus ſhe models my deſire. 

Two hundred pounds half- yearly paid, 

Annuity ſecurely made, 

A farm ſome twenty miles from town, 
Small, tight, ſalubrious, and my own ; 
Two maids, that never ſaw the town, 

A ſerving - man not quite a clown, 
A boy to help to tread the mw. 

And drive, while t'other holds the plough ; 3 

A chief of temper form'd to pleaſe, 


Fit to converſe, rr 


And better to preſerve the peace, 
Commiſſion d by the name of nicce: 
Wich underſtandings of a ſiae 

To think their maſter very wiſe, 
May heav'n (tis all I wiſh for) ſend 
One genial room to treat a friend, 
Where decent cupboard, little plate, 


Diſplay benevolence, not ſtate. 


And may my humble dwelling — g 
Upon ſome choſen ſpot of land; 

A pond before full to the brim, | 
Where cows may cool, and geeſe may ſwim, 

| Behind, a green like velvet neat, 

Soft to the eye, and to the feet, 
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Where od'rous plants in ev'ning fair, 
Breathe all around ambroſial air, 
From Eurus, foe to kitchen · ground, 
25 | Fenc'd by a ſlope with buſhes crown'd, 655 
Tit dwelling for the feather'd throng, "POE. 
Who pay their quit-rents with a _ 
With opening views of hill and dale, 
Which ſenſe and fancy too regale, 
Where the half-cirque, which viſion bounds, 660 
Like amphitheatre ſurrounds ! 7 * 
And woods impervious to the breeze, 
Thick phalanx of embodied trees, 
| From hills thro' plains in duſk array 
335 | Extended far repel the dy, 665 
Neere ſtillneſs, height, md ems ade RE es 
Invite, and contemplation aid : 
Here nymphs from hollow oaks relate 
II Vbe dark decrees and will of fate, + 
40 | And dreams beneath the ſpreading beech — 4 
1 Inſpire and docile fancy teach, | 
While ſoft as breezy breath of wind, 
Impulſes ruſtle thro' the mind: | 
| Here Dryads, ſcorning Phoebus” ray, 
345 | While Pan melodious pipes away, 675 
In meaſur'd motions friſk about, i 
Till old Silenus puts them out. 
There ſee the clover, pea, and bean, 
I Vie in variety of green, 
G50 | Freſh paſtures ſpeckled o'er with ſheep, C80 
* Brown fields their fallow ſabbaths keep, a. 
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TW 
Plump Ceres golden treſſes wear, 
And poppy: top-knots deck her hair, 


And filver ſtreams through meadows ſtray, => 
_ 68g 


And Naiads on the margin play, 
And leſſer nymphs on ſide of hills . 
| FROM plaything urns pour down the rills. 


Thus ſhelter'd, free from care and ſirite, | 


May 1 enjoy a calm thro” life; 

See faction, ſafe in low degree, 

As men at land ſee ſtorms at ſea, 

And laugh at miſerable elves, 

Not kind, fo much as to themſelves, 

Curs'd with ſuch ſouls of baſe alloy, 

As can poſſeſs, but not enjoy, 

Debarr'd the pleaſure to impart 

By av'rice, ſphincter of the heart, E + 

Who wealth hard earn'd by guilty cares 

Bequeath untouch'd to thankleſs heirs. 
May I, with look ungloom'd by guile, 

And wearing virtue's liv'ry-ſmile, 

Prone the diſtreſſed to relieve, 

And little treſpaſſes forgive, 

With income not in fortune's pow r. 

And ſkill to make a buſy hour, 

With trips to town life to amuſe, 

To purchaſe books, and hear the news, 

To ſee old friends, bruſh off the clown, 

And quicken taſte at coming down, 

Unhurt by ſickneſs? blaſting rage, 

And ſlowly mellowing in age, 
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When fate extends its gath'ring gripe, 


Fall off like fruit grown fully ripe, 


Quit a worn being without pain, 
Perhaps to bloſſom ſoon again. 
But now more ſerious ſee me grow, 


a And what I think, my Memmius, know. 


Th' enthuſiaſt's hopes, and raptures wild = 


| Have never yet my reaſon foil'd. 

His fpringy foul dilates like air, 

When free from weight of ambient e. 
And, huſh'd in meditations deep, 


Slides into dreams, as when aſleep, 


Then, fond of new diſcov'ries grown, 
Proves a Columbus of her own, 
' Diſdains the narrow bounds of place, 
And thro' the wilds of endleſs ſpace, 
Horne up on metaphyſic wings, 


Chaſes light forms, and ſhadowy things, 
And in the vague excurſion caught, 
Brings home ſome rare exotic thought : 
The melancholy man ſuch dreams, 


As brighteſt evidence, eſteems : 


Fain would he ſee ſome diſtant ſcene 


| Suggeſted by his reſtleſs Spleen, 


And fancy's teleſcope applies 
With tinctur'd glaſs to cheat his eyes. 


| Such thoughts, as love the gloom of night, 
I cloſe examine by the light. 
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On faith's mere hearſay evidence ? 
T bat Superſtition mayn't create, 
| And club its ills with thoſe of fate, 

1 many a notion take to taſk, 
Made dreadful by its vifor-maſk : 
Thus ſcruple, ſpaſm of the mind, 
Is cur'd, and certainly I find, 
Since optic reaſon ſhews me plain, 
I dreaded ſpectres of the brain, 

And legendary fears are gone, 
Tho'ꝰ in tenacious childhood ſown. 
Thus in opinions I commence 
PFrecholder in the proper ſenſe, 
And neither ſuit nor ſervice do, 

Nor homage to pretenders ſhew, 
Who boaſt themſelves by ſpurious roll, 
Lords of the manor of the foul, 

 Preferring ſenſe, from chin that's bare, 

To nonſenſe thron'd in whiſker'd hair. 

To thee, Creator uncreate, 
O Entium Ens divinely great! 
Fold, muſe, nor melting pinions try, 
Nor near the blazing glory fly, 

Nor ſtraining break thy feeble bow, 
VUnfeather'd arrows far to throw, 
Thro' fields unknown nor madly ftray, 
| Where no ideas mark the way, 

With tender eyes, and colours faint, 


And trembling hands forbear to paint. 
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Who features veil'd by light can hit 2 


77 


Where can, what has no outline, ſit? 
My ſoul, the vain attempt forego, 5 
Thyſelf, the fitter ſubject, know. 775 
He wiſely ſhuns the bold extreme, 7 
Who ſoon lays by th' unequal theme, 


Nor runs, with wiſdom's Sirens caught, 


On quick-ſands ſwall'wing ſhipwreck'd thought ; 
But, conſcious of his diſtance, gives 780 
Mute praiſe, and humble negatives. e 
In one, no object of our ſight, 
Immutable and infinite, 


Wbo can't be cruel, or unjuſt, 


Calm and reſign'd, I fix my truſt; bean 785 5 


To him my paſt and preſent ſlate | 
| T owe, and muſt my future fate. 


A ſtranger into life I'm come, 
Dying may be our going home, _ 
Tranſported here by angry fate, 790 


The convicts of a prior ſtate. 
Hence I no anxious thoughts beſtow 
On matters I can never know ; 


Thro' life's foul ways, like vagrant paſt, 
He'll grant a ſettlement at laſt, _ 
And with ſweet eaſe the wearied crown,  _ 
By leave to lay his being down. 


If doom'd to dance th' eternal round 

Of life, no ſooner loſt but found, | © 
And diſſolution ſoon to come, 3800 

Like ſpunge, wipes out life's preſent = 1 5 
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But can't our ſtate of pow'r bereave 
Then, if hard dealt with here by fate 
We balance in another ſtate, | 
And conſciouſneſs muſt go along, 


And ſign th' acquittance for the wrong; 


He for his creatures muſt decree 
More happineſs than miſery, 
Or be ſuppoſed to create, 
rr. 
And do an act, which rage infers, 


Cauſe lameneſs halts, or blindneſs errs. 


Thus, thus I ſteer my bark, and fail 
On even keel with gentle gale, 
At helm I make my reaſon ſit, 
My crew of paſſions all ſubmit. 
If dark and bluſt ring prove ſome nights, 
Philoſophy puts forth her lights, 
Experience holds the cautious glaſs, 
To ſhun the breakers, as I paſs, 
And frequent throws the wary lead, 
To ſee what dangers may be hid: 
And once in ſeven years I'm ſeen, 
At Bath, or Tunbridge to carcen ; 
Tho' pleas'd to ſee the dolphins play, 
I mind my compaſs and my way, 
Wich ſtore ſufficient for relief, 
And wiſely ſtill prepar'd to reef, 
Nor wanting the diſperſive bowl 
Of cloudy weather in the ſoul, 
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J And quits his time-ſhook tow'r ; 


| Where, ſhelter'd from the blaze of day, = I 
= U gloom he Tags e 3 
With joy I hear the ſolemn ſound, 


Which midnight-echoes waft around, 


| And, faithful to thy ſummons, bend 


the lus the eval, the ſilent eve, 
Where no ful hows of le deci, 


bs Nor ſport her gaily-colour'd dyes, 


w 5 


| I make (may heav'n propitious ſend 
Boch wind and weather to the end) 


Neither becalm'd, nor overblown, 


Life's EO to the world unknown. „ 


0 D E To w I SDO M. 
From CLARISSA. 


\HE folitary bird of night . 
| Thro! the thick ſhades now wings his fight, 


Fay'rite of PaLLas ! I attend, 10 


At WisDoM's awful ſeat. 


_— 7 15 
Here Folly drops each vain diſguiſe, 


As in the beam of day. 
8 2 


11 
o bis ! queen of ev'ry art 


That glads the ſenſe, or mends the heart, 


Bleſs'd ſource of purer joys; 


* In every form of beauty, bright, 


That captivates the mental ſight 
Wich pleaſure and ſurpriſe; 

At thy unſpotted ſhrine I bow; 

| Attend thy modeſt ſuppliant's vow, 
That breathes no wild deſires; 
But, taught by thy unerring rules, 
To ſhun the fruitleſs wiſh of fools, 

: To nobler views aſpires | 2 


Not FoxTuxE's gem, AnnIT1ON's ome, 


Nor CYTHEREA's ſhort-liv'd bloom, 
. Be objects of my pray r: 
Let Av'rics, Vanity, and PriDs, - 
Thoſe envy'd glitt'ring toys, divide 
I be dull rewards of care. 


To me thy better gifts impart, 
Each moral beauty of the heart, 

By ſtudious thought refin dd ˖ 
For WAL TR, the ſmiles of glad content, 
For Pow's, its ampleſt, beſt extent, 

An empire o'er my mind, 


When ForTuNE drops her gay parade, 
When PLEASsURE“s tranſient roſes ſacks, 
And wither in the tomb, 
Unchang'd is thy immortal 8 
Thy ever · verdant laurels riſe 

In undecaying bloom. 
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By thee protected. I defy 


And all the pointed ridicule 


The dull impertinence of life, 


: He bade Ilifſus' tuneful ſtream 


Attentive Athens caught the ſound, 


| Rechim'd, her wild licentious 120 
Confeſs' d the potent voice of TRxU n. 
And felt its juſt control; 


The PaTRIOT's free, unbiaſs'd tongue, 


7 1 I TEA I * n I * by oY 
* 


The coxcomb's ſaeer, the ſtupid lie e 50 
Ot igudrance and ſpite: 
Alike contemn the leaden fool, 


Of un lifcerning Wit. 
From envy, hurry, noiſe, and ſuife. 35 I 


In thy retreat I reſt; 

Purſue thee to the Na groves, 

Where PLaTo's ſacred ſpirit roves, * . 
In all thy beauties dreſt, 6% 


Convey thy philoſophic theme, 
Of Perfect, Fair, and Good: 


And all her liſt'ning ſons around „ 
In awful ſilence ſtood. 5 | 


The Paſſions ceas'd their loud alarms, 79 
And Virtue's ſoft perſuaſive charms -Þ 
Oer all their ſenſes ſtole. 


Thy breath infpires the PotT's ſong, 


The Hero's gen'rous ſtrife : — _ 


Thine are Retirement's ſilent joys, - 
And all the ſweet, engaging ties 


Of ſtill, domeſtic lite, 


4 1 
No more to fabled names conſin d, 


To Tart ! ſupreme, all · perfect Mind 


My thoughts direct their flight : 
Wiſdom's thy gift, and all her force 
From thee deriv'd, eternal ſource | 
Of intellectual light 


DO ſend her ſure, her ſteady ray, 
To regulate my doubtful way 
Thro' life's perplexing road; 
The miſts of error to control, 
And thro' its gloom direct my ſoul 
To happineſs and good. 
The viſionary ſhadows fly 
Of Folly's painted ſhow : 
She ſees thro? ev'ry fair diſguiſe, 
That all but VIn rux's folid joys 
1s vanity and wo. 
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HYMN L 
I. 


His preſence ſhall my wants ſupply, 

And guard me with a watchful eye: 
My noonday-walks he ſhall attend, 
And all my midnight-hours defend. 

II. 

When in the ſultry glebe 1 faint, IT 
Or on the thirſty mountain pant; 

To fertile vales and dewy meads 

My weary wand'ring ſteps he leads; 

Where peaceful rivers, ſoft and low, 

Amid the verdant landicape flow. 

III. 

Tho' in the paths of death 1 tread, 
With gloomy horrors overſpread, 

My ſtedfaſt heart ſhall fear no ill, 
For thou, O Lord, art with me till ; 
Thy friendly crook ſhall give me aid, 
— the dreadful ſhade. 

IV. 

Wen and el 

Thro' devious lonely wilds I ſtray, 

Thy bounty ſhall my pains beguile : 

The barren wilderneſs ſhall ſmile, 


| With ſudden greens and herbage crown'd, 
| And ftreams ſhall murmur all around. 


HE Lord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a ſhepherd's care : 
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HT M N II. 
| Hen all thy mercies, O my God, 
| | My riſing foul ſurveys; 4 
Tranſported with the view, I'm loſt : 
| In wonder, love, and — = 2 
| II. A 
| O how ſhall words, with equal warmth, 5 - 
| - The gratitpde declare, — v 
| That glows within my raviſh'd heart ! Fo | by 
But thou canſt read it there. A 
il 8 „ YaP 
1 Thy providence my life ſuſtain” d, 
And all my wants redreſt . 10 7 
| When in the ſilent womb I lay, 
=— bung upon the 1 A 
To all my weak complaints and cries, 4 
Thy mercy lent an ear, 7 
Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learn d a0 
To form themſelves | in pray'r. Fl 
= . 
VUnnumber' d nth to my ſoul 
Thy tender care beſtow'd, _ = 


Before my infant heart conceiv'd 
| From whom thoſe comforts flow'd, 20 
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TS —_ 
| When in the ſlipp'ry paths of youth 
| With heedleſs ſteps I ran, 

| Thiks arm een cobeyyf'8 me Gl, 
And led me up to man. = 


#1 
17 


VII. - 
Thro hidden dangers, toils, and deaths, 1 
It gently clear'd my way, | 


| And thro' the pleaſing ſnares of vice, 
More to be fear'd than they. 
. VIII. 8 
RY When worn with ſickneſs, oft haſt thou 
With health*renew'd my face, 90 
And when in fins and forrows ſunk, 
_ Revivd my ſoul with grace. 


| "—_ i | 
4 Thy W hand with worldly bliſs : CE 
las made my cup run o'er, . - 
'And in a kind and faithful friend 3 ] 

Has doubled all my ſtore, 1 — 

* 5 , 

[Tan tad thoukad precious gifts og, N 
5 My daily thanks employ, A, 1 
| Nor is the leaſt a cheerful heart, if 
That taſtes thoſe gifts with j =—_ 40 i] 
9 0G 5 „ | 
Thro' cv ry period of my life i] 
Thy goodneſs I'll purſue; N = 


And after death in diſtant worlds 
| The glorious theme renew. 


1 
+ 
I 
+ 
3g 


XII. 

| When nature fails, and day and night 
Divide thy works no more, 
My ever-grateful heart, O Lord, 

Thy mercy ſhall adore. . 
| XIII. 
Thro! all eternity to thee 
A joytul fong I'll raiſe, 
For oh ! eternity's roo ſhort 
To utter all thy praiſe, 


* MN iu. 


1. 
Pur hikes firmament on n high, 
Sip With all the blue zthereal {ky, 
And ſpangled heav'ns, a ſhining frame, 
Their great Original proclaim : 
Th' unwearied ſun, from day to day, 
Does his Creator's pow'r diſplay, 
And publiſhes to ev'ry land _ 
The work of an almighty hand. 
| 
goon as the ev'ning-ſhades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale, 
And nightly to the liſt'ning earth 
| Repeats the ſtory of her birth: _, 


Whilſt all the ſtars that round her burn, 


„ 


5 15 


* | 
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8 che tidings as they roll, 


And ſpread the truth from pole to pole, 


III. 


What though, in ſolemn ſilence, all 


Move round the dark terreſtrial ball? 
What tho' nor real voice nor found 
Amid their radiant orbs be found ? 
In reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 


And utter forth a glorious voice, 
For ever ſinging, as they ſhine, 


„The hand that made us is Divine.” 


en 


OW are thy ſervants bleſs'd, O Lord, 
How {ure is their defence! 
Eternal wiſdom is their guide, 
Their — 9 
” 5 
In foreign realms and lands remote, 
Supported by thy care, 


Thro' burning climes 1 paſs'd unhurt, 


And breath'd in tainted air. 
III. 


Thy mercy fweeten'd ev'ry foil, 
Made ev'ry region pleale : 
The hoary Alpine hills it warm'd, 


Ard {mooth'd the Tyrrhene feas. 
| , i du 
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How with affrighted eyes, 
Thou faw'ſt the wide-extended deep 
In all its horrors riſe! 


* 
Confuſion Sanne 
And fear in ev'ry heart; 


When waves on waves, and gulfs on gults, 


O'ercame the pilot's art. 
7 
Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord, 
Thy mercy ſet me free, 
Whilſt in the confidence of pray'r 
My foul took hold on thee. 
. 
For tho' in dreadful whirls we hung 
High on the broken wave, 
I knew thou wert not flow to hear, 
Nor impotent to ſave. 
VIII. 


The ſtorm was laid, the winds retir'd, 


 _ Obedient to thy will; 
The ſea that roar'd at thy command, 
At thy command was till, 
IX. 


8 In midſt of dangers, fears, and death, 


Thy goodneſs I'll adore, 


And praiſe thee for thy mercies paſt, | 


And humbly hope for more. 


* wy | 


wu 


20 


= 3 


3 


i" 


ha 


35 


— * t 0 1 


I ſee my Maker, face to face, 


1 
; 


X. 

My life, if thou preſerv'ſt my life, 

Thy facrifice ſhall be; 

And death, if death muſt be my doom, — 
— IH 40 


u 1 u n v. 


1 


We riſing from the bed of death, 


Oerwhelm'd with guilt and fear, 


O bow ſhall I appear! 


If yet, while pardon may be found, | "2 


And mercy may be fought, 


My heart with inward horror ſhrinks, 


And trembles at the thought; 
III. 


When than, O Lord, ſhalt ſtand diſclos'd 


In majeſty ſevere, _ 10 


5 And fit in judgment on my foul, 


r 
IV. 


But thou haſt told the troubled mind, 


Who does her ſins lament, 


n 3 "is 


Shall endleſs wo prevent. 
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Then ſee the ſorrow of my heart, | 
Ere yet it be too late; | 
And hear my Saviour's dying groans, 

To give thoſe ſorrows weight. 
= * 
For never ſhall my foul deſpair 
Who known thy only Son has dy'd 


Hou riſing ſun, whoſe gladſome ray 
+ lavites my fair to rural play, 
Diſpel the miſt, and clear the ſkies, 
And wo my Orra to my eyes. 

= 

Oh ! were I ſure my dear to view, 
I'd climb that pine-tree's topmoſt bough, 
Aloft in air that quiv'ring plays, 
And round and round for ever gaze. 


3 


— 2 , 


V. 
V 
F 
K. 


L 91 ] 
© „ 
My Orra Moor, where art thou lad? 


What wood conceals my fleeping maid ? 
Faſt by the roots enrag'd I'll tear 


The trees that hide my promis'd fair. 
TY. 


Oh! could L ride the clouds and ſkies, 


Or on the raven's pinions riſe ! 
Ye ſtorks, ye ſwans, a moment tay, 
And waft a lover on his way. 

5 V. 
My bliſs too long my bride denics, 
Apace the waſting ſummer flies: 
Nor yet the wintry blaſts I fear, - 


Nor ſtorms or night ſhall keep me here. 


VI. 


V What may for ſtrength with ſteel compare 2 
Oh! love has fetters ſtronger far: 
By bolts of ſteel are limbs confin'd, 


But cruel love enchains the mind. 
VII. 


No longer FOR perplex thy breaſt, 
When thoughts torment, the firſt are : beſt; 


'Tis mad to go, tis death to ſtay, 
Away to Orra, haſte away. 


19 


He. my rain- deer, and let us nimbly go 
Our am'rous journey thro” this dreary waſte ; 
_ Haſte, my rain-deer ! ſtill ſtill thou art too ſlow, 


3 


| 7 ts Po oe Bent: 3 
Scon will the fun withdraw his cheerful ray 
Darkling and tir d we ſhall the marſhes tread, | 
F 
HE l . | 
The wat'ry length of theſe unjoyous moors 3 | 


Dtoes all the flow'ry meadows pride excel; 1 
Thro theſe I fly to her my ſoul adores. "20 
| Ye flow'ry meadows, empry pride, farewell, , 
— . * 

Each moment from the charmer I'm confin'd, 
| My breaſt is tortur'd with impatient fires ; 
Fly, my rain-deer, fly ſwifter than the wind, 15 
8 . 


nnn Gas ads. 
And thou, in wonder loſt, ſhalt view my fair, 


Admire each feature of the lovely maid, | 
„ * n | 


de ; 


15 


The crouding waves tranſported claſp her limbs : 


2 
c 


vi. I 
But lo ! with graceful motion there ſhe ſwims, 21 


Gently removing each ambitious wave; 


When, when, oh when ſhall I ſuch freedoms have 
3 


In vain, ye envious ſtreams, ſo faſt ye flow, 25 


To hide her from a lover's ardent gaze : 


. From ev'ry touch ye more tranſparent grow 


And all reveal d the beauteous wanton plays. 


ODE m. 


I time, O ye Muſes, was happily ſpent, 
When Phoebe went with me Wherever T 3 
went ; | 


Ten thouſand ſweet e I felt in my breaſt : 
Sure never fond ſhepherd like Colin was bleſt! 


But now ſhe is gone, and has left me behind, g 
What a marvellous change on a ſudden I find? 
When things were as fine as could poſlibly be, 


I thought 'twas the ſpring ; but alas ! it was ſhe. 


With ſuch a companion, to tend a few ſheep, _ 
To riſe up and play, or to lie down and ſleep: 10 
I was ſo good - humour d, fo cheerful and gay, 


My heart was as light as a feather all daß. 
_ — 


4 ©} 


But now I fo croſs and fo peeviſh am grown ; 


So ſtrangely uneaſy as ever was known. b > d- 


My fair-one is gone, and my joys are all drown'd, 


And wy heart I am ſure it weighs more than a pound. 


III. TY 
The fountain that wont to run ſweetly aloyg, 


And dance to ſoft murmurs the pebbles among; 


Thou know'ſt, little Cupid, if Phoebe was _ 


_ "Twas pleaſure to look at, 'twas muſic to hear: 


But now ſhe is abſent, I walk by its fide, 
And ſtill as it murmurs do nothing but chide ; 


Muſt you be fo cheerful, while I go in pain? 
5 yagns there with your bubbling, and hear me *— 


* 
When my lambkins around me would nee 


1 * 
And when Phoebe and I were as — as they, 
How pleaſant their ſporting, how happy their time, 
When ſpring, love, and beauty were all in their prime? 
But now in their frolics when by me they paſs, 
1 fling at their fleeces an handful of gras; 30 


Be ſtill then, I cry, for it makes me quite mad, 


SOIT Oy. A 


My dog 1 was ever 3 to ſee 


But now, when he's fawning, I with a ſour look 


90 ſirrah; and give him a blow with my crooæ: 


mg pen * 6% 


Come wagging his tail to my fair-one and me ; 34 
And Pheebe was pleas'd too, and to my dog faid, 
Come hither, poor fellow ; and patted his head. 


34 


„ N a fl, . VE 


7 „„ 
* 


(ws 1] 
And Pl give him another; for why ſhould not Tray 


Be as dull as his maſter, when Phoebe's away? * 


VI. 
When walking with Phœrbe, what Gghts have 1 


ſeen ? 


How fair was the flower, how freſh was the green ? 


What a lovely appearance the trees and the ſhade, 


The corn-fields and hedges, and ev'ry thing made? 


But now ſhe has left me, though all are till there, 
They none of them now ſo delightful appear: 46 
'Twas nought but the magic, I find, of her eyed, 


0 Made lo many beautiful proſp-Cts ariſe, 


FU, 


Sweet muſic went with us both all the wood thro', 
The lark, linnet, throſtle, and nightingale too; 50 


Winds over us whiſper'd, flocks by us did bleat, 


And chirp went the graſhopper under our feet. 
But now ſhe is abſent, tho' ſtill they ſing ou, 
| The woods are but lonely, the melody's gone: 


Her voice in the cohſort, as now I have found, 34 5 


Gave every thing elſe its agreeable ſound. 


VIII. 
| Roſe, what is become of thy delicate hue ? 
And where is the violet's beautiful blue? 
Does ought of its ſweetneſs the bloſſom beguile ? ? 
That meadow, thoſe daiſies, why do not they ſmile? 
Ah! rivals, I ſee what it was that you dreſt, 61 


And made yourſelves fine for; a place in her break : 
Jou put on your colours to pleaſure her eye, 


To be Pluck d by her hand, on her boſom to die. 
0 2 
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Ws eee 63 


While amidſt the ſoft zephyr's cool breezes I burn; 
Methinks if I knew whereabouts he would tread, 
I cone Connie on kils wings, and would melt d 


the lead. 
Fly ſwifter, ye minutes, unn inden an Gate, - 


And reſt ſo much longer for't when ſhe is here. * : 


Ah Colin ! old time is full of delay, 


| Nor will budge one foot faſter for all thou canſt ſay 


X. 
Wil no vitying power that hears me complain, 


Or cure my diſquiet, or ſoften my pain? _ 
To be cur'd, thou muſt, Colin, thy paſſion remove; | 
But what ſwain is fo filly to lire without love? 76 


No, deity, bid the poor nymph to return, 
For ne'er was poor ſhepherd fo fadly forlorn. 
Ah ! what ſhall I do? I ſhall die with deſpair ; 


Take heed, all ye ſwains, how you love one fo fair, 


THE 
SECOND CHAPTER 
© F 


$OLOMON' 8 SONG. 


S when in Sharon's field the bluſhing roſe 
A. Docs its chaſte boſom to the morn diſcloſe, 


a> va vv wo od i tw vat Aa 


1 


fair. 


* And their „„ 


Mx wearied limbs at caſe 1 laid, L 
| And on his fragrant bougbs reclin'd my head. 


is. 2 ll 
Or as the lily in the ſhady vale, | 


= 
Does o'er each flow'r with beauteous pride prevail, 


And ſtands with dews and kindeſt ſunſhine bleſt, | 


In fair pre-eminence, ſuperior to the reſt : 


So if my love, with happy influence, ſhed 


2 His eyes bright ſunſhine on his lover's head, 3 10 
Then ſhall the roſe of Sharon's field, | . 
And whiteſt lilies to my beauties yield. 


Then faireſt flow'rs with ſtudious > art combine, - } 
The roſes with the lilies join, 0 
1 $ 


=_— 
As much as faireſt lies can furpaſs 


A thorn in beauty, or in height the graſs; 


So does my love, among the virgins, ſhine, 
Adorn'd with graces more than halt divine ; 
Or as a tree, that, glorious to behold, 29 


Is hung with apples all of ruddy gold, 


Heſperian fruit, and, beautifully high, 


0 Extends its branches to the ſky ; 


'Tis he alone can fix their wand'ring fight, 


So does my love the virgins eyes invite: 
25? 


Among ten thouſand eminently bright. 
. III. 


Beneath his pleaſing ſhade = 


69 * 
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f pal d the golden fruit with eager haſte ; 


Sweet was the fruit, and pleaſing to the taſte : 


With ſparkling wine he crown'd the bowl, 
With gentle ecſtaſies he fill'd my foul ; 
Joyous we fat beneath the ſhady grove, 


And oer my head he hung the banners of his love. 


1 | 
1 faint ! 1 die! my lab'ring breaſt 


15 with the mighty weight of love oppreſt; 


I feel the fire poſſeſs my heart, 
And pain convey'd to ev'ry part. 
Thro' all my veins the paſſion flies, 
My feeble ſoul forſakes its place, 

A trembling faintneſs ſeals my eyes, 
And palencſs dwells upon my face: 
Oh! let my love with pow'rful odours ſtay 
My fainting loveſen ſoul, that dies away; 

One hand beneath me let him place, 


| With rother preſs ine in a chaſte embrace. 


, 3 


I charge you, nymphs of Sion, as you go 
Arm'd with the ſounding quiver and the bow, 


Whilſt thro' the loncſome woods you rove, 


Lou ne'er diſturb my ſlecping love. 


Be only gentle zephyrs there, 
With downy wings to fan the air; 
Let ſacred ſilence dwell around, 

To keep off each intruding found : 


And when the balmy ſlumber leaves his eyes, 
Atay he to Joys, unknown till then, ariſe. 
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VI. LS] 
"But ſee ! he comes! with what majeſtic gue. 
He onward bears his lovely ſtate ! 3 
Now thro' the lattice he appears, 60 
Wich ſofteſt words diſpels my fears ; 5 
Ariſe, my fair-one, and receive 
All the pleaſures love can give. 
For now the fuldes, winwre paſt, | 
No more we feag the northern blaſt: 65 
No ſtorms nor threat'ning clouds appear, 
No falling rains deform the year, 
My love admits of no delay, 
Ariſe, my fair, and come away. 
VII. oo 
Already, ſee ! the teeming earth 70 
Bring forth the flow'rs, her beauteous birth.” 
The dews, and ſoft· deſcending ſhow'rs, 
Nurſe the new-born tender flow'rs. 
Hark ! the birds melodious ſing, 
And ſweetly uſher in the ſpring. 75 
Cloſe by his fellow ſits the dove, 
And billing whiſpers her his love. 


50 L 3 The ſpreading vines with bloſſoms fwell, 


Diffuſing round a grateful ſmell, 

: Ariſe, my fair-one, and receive 80 
All the bleſſings love can give: 
For love admits of no delay, 

Ariſe, my fair, and come away. 
vill. 


As to its mate the conſtant dove 
Flies through the covert of the ſpicy grove, 5 


80 let us haſten to ſome lonely ſhade. 
There let me fafe in rhy lov'd arms be laid, 
Where no intruding hateful noiſe 


For Fount Wy vere, IN By ns. 
* 
As all of me, my love, is thine, 
Let all of thee be ever mine. 
Among the lilies we will play, 
Fairer, my love, thou art than they ; 
Till the purple morn arile, 
And balmy fleep forſake thine eyes; 
Till the gladſome beams of day 
Remove the ſhades of night away ; 


Then when ſoft ſleep ſhall from thy eyes * too | 


Riſe like the bounding roe, or luſty hart, 
Glad to behold the light again 
From Bether's mountains darting cer the plain. 
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' Shall damp the ſound of thy melodious voice; 
Where I may gaze, and mark each beauteous grace: | 
1 


93 


Grave on the living tablet of thy heart; oo” 


'99- | 


ö 100 
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ant if &e wake ore thee Lao. 


Obſerve with ſtricteſt reverence, and live. 
Let all thy homage be to Wiſdom paid, 


And turn thy footſteps from the harlot's door, 
Who with curs'd charms lures the unwary in, 


And fooths with flattery their ſouls to ſin. 


Once from my window as I caſt mine eye, 
On thoſe that paſs'd in giddy numbers by, 


A youth among the fooliſh youths I ſpy'd, 


Who took not facred wiſdom for his guide. 


Juſt as the ſun withdrew his cooler light, 


And evening ſoft led on the ſhades of night, 


He ſtole in covert twilight to his fate, 


And paſs d the corner near the harlot's gate; 
When lo, a woman comes ! — 
Looſe her attire, and ſuch her glaring dreſs, 
As aptly did the harlot's mind exprels : 


Subtle ſhe is, and practis'd in the arts, 


By which the wanton conquer heedleſs hearts: 
Stubborn and loud ſhe is, ſhe hates her home, 

_ Varying her place and form; ſhe loves to roam; 
Now ſhe's within, now in the ſtreet does ſtray, 
Now at each corner ſtands, and waits her prey. 
The youth ſhe ſeiz d; and laying now alide 


All modeſty, the female's juſteſt pride, 


10 


13 


20 


She ſaid, with an embrace, Here at my honſe 30 
Peace-offerings are, this day I paid my vows. 


K 162 ] 
1 

And lo, in happy hour I find thee here. 
My chamber I've adorn'd, and o'er my bed 


Are cov'rings of the richeſt tapiry ſpread, 353 


With linen it is deck'd from Egypt brought, 
And carvings by the curious artiſt wrought : 
It wants no glad perfume Arabia yields 
In all her citron groves, and ſpicy fields; 


Here all her ſtore of richeſt adours meets, 40 1 


II lay thee in a wilderneſs of ſweets. 
Whatever to the ſenſe can grateful be 
I have collected there— I want but thee. 
My huſband's gone a journey far away, 
Much gold he took abroad, and long will tay, : 
He nam d for his return a diſtant day. 4 


Upon her tongue did ſuch ſmooth miſchief 7 | 


And from her lips ſuch welcome flatt'ry fell, 
'Th' unguarded youth, in ſilken fetters ty'd, 


Reſign'd his reaſon, and with eaſe comply'd. fo 


Thus does the ox to his own ſlaughter go, 
And thus is ſenſeleſs of th' impending blow. 
Thus flies the ſimple bird into the ſnare, 
That ſkilful fowlers for his life prepare. 


But let my fons attend. Attend may they 55 . 


Whom youthful vigour may to fin betray ; 
Let them falſe charmers fly, and guard their hearts 
Againſt the wily wanton's pleaſing arts; 
With care direct their ſteps, nor turn aſtray 


To tread the paths of her deceitful way; 60 | 


Leſt they too late of her fell power complain, 
And fall, where many mightier have been ſlain. 
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""Heſe, as they change, ALMIGHTY FATHER, theſe, 
4 Are but the varied Gop. The rolling year 
Is full of THEE. Forth in the pleaſing Spring 
Tur beauty walks, THY tenderneſs, and love. 


E Wide fluſh the fields; the ſofr'ning air is balm; 5 
Echo the mountains round; the foreſt ſmiles; 
And every ſenſe, and every heart is joy. 


Then comes TH glory in the Summer - months, 
With light and heat refulgent. Then Tay ſun 
Shoots full perfection thro' the felling year: 10 
And of THY voice in dreadful thunder ſpeaks; 
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 

By brooks and groves, in hollow-whiſp'ring * 


Tux bounty ſhines in Autumn unconfin'd, 


And ſpreads a common fealt for all that lives. 15 


In Winter awful Thou ! with clouds and ſtorms 


Around TEE thrown,” tempeſt o'er tempeſt roll d, 


Majeſlic darkneſs! on the whirlwind's wing, 


Riding ſublime, Hou bidd'ſt the world adore, 


= And humbleſt Nature with THx northern blaſt. 20 


Myſterious round ! what (kill, what force divine, 


9 Felt, in theſe appear ! a ſimple train, 
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Yet fo delightful mix d. with ſuch kind art, 
Such beauty and beneficence combin d; 2M 
Shade, unperceiv'd, ſo ſoftening into ſhade; 25 

And all fo forming an harmonious whole ; | 
That, as they ſtill ſucceed, they raviſh ſtill. 
But wandering oft, with brute unconſcious gaze, 
Man marks not THEE, marks not the mighty hand, 
That, ever-buſy, wheels the filent ſpheres ; 30 
Works in the ſecret deep ; ſhoots, ſteaming, thence 
The fair profuſion that o'erſpreads the ſpring: 

| Flings from the ſun direct the flaming day; 

Feeds every creature ; hurls the tempeſt forth ; | 
And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, 35 | 
With tranſport touches all the ſprings of life. 
Nature, attend! join every living ſoul, 
Beneath the ſpacious temple of the ſky, 
In adoration join; and, ardent, raiſe 
One general ſong ! To niu, ye vocal gales! 40 
Breathe ſoft, whoſe Sy1R1T in your freſhneſs breathes: 
Oh talk of niM in ſolitary glooms! 

Where, o'er the rock, the ſcarcely waving pine 

Fills the brown ſhade with a religious awe. 
And ye, whole bolder note is heard afar, = 
Who ſhake th' aſtoniſk'd world, lift high to heaven 

Th' impetuous ſong, and ſay from whom you rage. | 
_ Hrs praiſe, ye brooks, attune, ye trembling ils „„ 

And let me catch it as I muſe along. 

Ye headlong torrents, rapid, and profound; 50 
Le ſofter floods, that lead the humid maze 
Along the vale ; and thou, majeſtic main, 


Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall. 
Soft - roll your incenſe, herbs, and fruits, and flowers, 
In mingled clouds to HIM; whoſe ſun exalts, 
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— of woiders is' yl; 


Sound His ſtupendovs praiſe ; Shake rote ele 
55 


Whoſe breath perfumes you, and whoſe pencil paints. 
Ye foreſts bend, ye harveſts wave, to HRM; 


Breathe your till ſong into the reaper's "Ye 60 

As home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 
Ye that keep watch in heaven, as earth aſleep 
Unconſcious lies, effuſe your mildeſt beams, 
| Ye conſtellations, while your angels ſtrike, * 
Amid the ſpangled ſky, the filver lyre. A 65 


Great ſource of day! beſt image here below | 
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide, 


From world to world, the vital ocean round, 


On nature write with every beam nrs praiſe. 

The thunder rolls: be huſh'd the proſtrate world; 
While cloud to cloud returns the ſolemn hymn. Þ © ' 
Bleat out afreſh, ye hills; ye moſſy rocks, 

Retain the ſound : the broad reſponſive lowe, 

Ye valleys, raiſe; for the EAT SHEPHERD reigns ; 3 


And his wnſuffering kingdom yet will come. 7 3. 
Ye woodlands all, awake: a boundleſs ſong 


Burſt from the groves ! and when the reſtleſs "I 
Expiring, lays the warbling world aſleep, d 
Sweeteſt of birds! ſweet Philomela, charm 


The liſtening ſhades, and teach the night m1s praiſe. 


Ye chief, for whom the whole creation ſmiles, 8 1 
At once the head, the heart, and tongue of all, 2 
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Crown the great hymn ! in Farming cities vaſt, 


Aſſembled men, to the deep organ join 


At folemn pauſes, through the ſwelling baſe ; 
And, as each mingling flame increaſes each, 
In one united ardour riſe to heaven. 
Or if you rather chuſe the rural ſhade, 


And find a fane in every facred grove; = 


There let the ſhepherd's flute, the virgin's lay, 
The prompting ſeraph, and the poet's lyre, 
Still ſing the Gop or Stasoxs, as they roll. 
For me, when I forget the darling theme, 


Whether the bloſſom blows, the ſummer-ray 9 


Ruſſets the plain, inſpiring Autumn gleams; 
Or Winter riſes in the blackening eaſt; 
Be my tongue mute, may fancy paint no more, 
And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat 


Should fate command me to the fartheſt verge 100 


Of the green earth, to diſtant barbarous climes, 
Rivers unknown to ſong; where firſt the ſun 
_ Gilds Indian mountains, or his ſetting beam 


Flames on th' Atlantic iſles ; tis nought to me: 


Since GoD is ever preſent, ever felt, 105 
In the void waſte, as in the city full; 
And where ns vital breathes, there muſt be j joy. 
When even at laſt the folemn hour ſhall come, 

And wing my myſtic flight to future worlds, 


I cheerful will obey ; there, with new powers, 110 


Will riſing wonders ſing : I cannot go 
Where Uxiv ERSAL Love not t ſmiles around, 


The long-reſounding voice, oft-breaking clear, 8 we 
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Suſtaining all yon orbs and all their ſons; 
From ſeeming evil ſtill educing good, 


And better thence again, and berrer ſtill, 118 
In infinite progreſſion. But I loſe EY : 
Myſelf in Miu, in Lich INEFFABLE | 


| Come then, GI ſilence, muſe H1s praiſe, 


1 
O N 


IIA, mildly-pleafing Solitude ! 

| 1 Companion of the wiſe, and good; 

But from whoſe holy, piercing eye, 

The herd of fools, and villains fly. — 

Oh! how I love with thee to walk, ” 

And liſten to thy whiſper'd talk, be 
Which innocence and truth imparts, 
And melts the moſt obdurate hearts, 


3 A thouſand ſhapes you wear with caſe, EY 
And ſtill in every ſhape you pleaſe. 10 
Now wrapt in ſome myſterious dream, . 


A lone philoſopher you ſeem; 
Now quick from hill to vale you fly, 


And now you ſweep the vaulted ſky, 3 
A ſhepherd next, you haunt the plain, 15 
And warble forth your oaten ſtrain. 
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A lover now, with all the grace 


Then, calm'd to friendſhip, you aſſume | 


I be gentle-looking Har TrorD's bloom, bs 
As, with her Mus1Dora, ſhe, | 8 
(Her Mus1Dora fond of thee), 
Amid the long withdrawing vale, 
Awakes the rival'd nightingale. . 
Thbine is the balmy breath of morn, 25 
Juſt as the dew- bent roſe is born; — 
And while meridian fervours beat, 35 
Thbine is the woodland dumb retreat; [ 
But chief, when evening-ſcenes decay, 
And the faint landicape ſwims away, 30 
Thine is the doubtful ſoft decline, N 
And that beſt hour of muſing thine, 4 
Deſcending angels bleſs thy train, 85 
The Virtues of the ſage, and ſwain; 1 
Plain Innocence in white array d, „„ 
EKReligion's beams around thee ſhine, 
And cheer thy glooms with light divine : 
About thee ſports ſweet Liberty ; CO. 
And rapt Urania ſings to thee, 40 
Oh, let me pierce thy ſecret cell! „ 
And in thy deep receſſes dwell; 
Perhaps from Norwood's oak-clad hill, 
When Meditation has her fill, 


33 


ris 


. I juſt may caſt my careleſs eyes 5%” Ol 
Where London's ſpiry turrets riſe, 

| Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain, 

FE Then n 
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In imitation of the 1041 Plalim. 


Druid * dicam ſilitis farentis 
| Laudibus ; qui res hominum ac deorum, 
Oui mare et terras, variiſſue mundum 
Temperat horis ? Hos. 


\ Riſe, my ſoul! on wings ſeraphic riſe, 
And praiſe th' almighty Sov'reign of the tes; 


In whout alone eſſential glory ſhines, 


Which not the b n of heav'ns, nor boundies ſpace 
When darkneſs rul'd with natverkal FRY 5 


|| He ſpoke, and kindled up the blaze of * 


ö 
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| ruft, faireſt offspring of th' omnific word! 

Which, like a garment, cloth'd its Sov' reign Lord, 
Of liquid air he bad the columns riſe, 
That propt the ſtarry concave of the ſkies; 10 
| Diffus'd the blue expanſe from pole to pole, 
And ſpread circumfluent æther round the whole. 

Soon as he bids, impetuous whirlwinds fly, 

To wing his ſounding chariot thro” the ſky ; 
Impetuous whirlwinds the command obey, 15 
Suſtain his flight, and ſweep th' acreal way. 
Fraught with his mandates, from the realms on high, 
Unnumber'd hoſts of radiant heralds fly, 
From orb to orb, with progreſs unconfin'd, 


As lightning ſwift, reſiſtleſs as the wind, 20 


In ambient air this pond'rous ball he hung, 
And bade its centre reſt for ever ſtrong ; = 
Heav'n, air, and ſea, with all their ſtorms, in vain 
Aſſault the baſis of the firm machine. 5 
At thy almighty voice old ocean raves, 25 
Wakes all his force, and gathers all his waves; 3 
Nature lies mantled in a wat'ry robe, 
And ſhoreleſs ocean revels round the globe; 
Ober higheſt hills the higher ſurges riſe, 


Mix with the clouds, and meet the fluid ſkies. 30 


But when in thunder the rebuke was giv'n, 
That ſhook th' eternal firmament of heav'n ; 
The dread rebuke th' affrighted waves obey, 
And in confuſion ſcour their uncouth way ; 


Wind down the hills, and ſweep the humble mead, 


35 


d, 


EY 


nebst in Mr bounds the wives GG a 


The bounds, impervious to the laſhing tide, 


| Reſtrain its rage; whilſt, with inceſſant roar, 


Through fertile vales the mazy rivers flow. 
Here the wild horſe, unconſcious of the rein, 
That revels boundleſs o'er the wide champaign, | 


To cool the fever of his glowing can ne 


Here riſing boughs, adorn'd with ſummer's v pede, $ 


Project their waving umbrage o'er the tide ; 
| While, gently perching on the leafy ſpray, 


Fach feather'd warbler tunes his various lay : 50 


And, while thy praiſe they ſymphonize around, 
Creation echoes to, the grateful ſound. R's. 
Wide o'er the heav'ns the various bow he bends, 
Its tinctures brightens, and irs arch extends 1 


I At the glad ſign the airy conduits flow, pi * 
Soften the hills, and cheer the meads don 666 
By genial fervour and prolific rain, 


Swift vegetation runs thro? all the plain: 


Nature, profuſely good, with bliis o'erflows, 
| And fill is pregnant, tho“ the {till beſtows. © 60 


Here verdant paſtures wide extended he, 


And yield the grazing herd exuberant ſupply. bot 


Luxuriant waving in the wanton air, 


| Here golden grain rewards the peaſant's care: 


Here vines mature with freſh carnation gow, 65 


Aud hear'n above diffuſes heav'n below. 


1 
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Wave in the ſtarry vault, and emulate the ſkies. 


Up the icep hill aſcends the nimble doe, 
While timid conies ſcour the plains below, 
Or in the pendent rock elude the ſcenting foe, 


Revolve her circles, and increaſe her light ; 
 Aﬀign'd a province to each rolling ſphere, 

And taught the ſun to regulate the year. 
At his command, wide hov'ring o'er the plain, 25 
Primæval night reſumes her gloomy reign : 
Then from their dens, impatient of delay, I 
The ſavage monſters bend their ſpeedy way, 


How! une the ſpacious waſte, and chaſe their fright- [| | 


= 0 ed Prey, | 
Here ſtalks the ſhaggy monarch of the wood, 


Taught from thy providence to aſk his food : 85 


To thee, O Father, to thy bounteous ſkies, 

He rears his mane, and rolls his glaring eyes; 

He roars; the deſert trembles wide around, 

And repercuſſive hills repeat the ſound. 
Now orient gems the caſtern ſkies adorn, 90 

And joyful, nature hails the op'ning morn : 

| The rovers, conſcious of approaching day, 

Fly to theig ſhelters, and forget their prey. 


Here the wing'd croud, that ſkim the yielding air, 
With artful” toil their little domes prepare; 70 
— — * 


He bade the ſilver majeſty of night 75 


1 


Thy pow'r, thy wiſdom, and thy goodneſs *. 


And ev'ry product waft from ev'ry ſhore; 


For the mild charms of cultivated life; 
| Hence ſocial union ſpreads from foul to foul, 


Here the huge potent of the ſcaly train 
Enormous fails incumbent o'er the main 
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| | Jaborious man with mod'rate lumber bleſt, 


Springs cheerful to his toil from downy reſt; 9 
Till grateful ev'ning, with her argent train, 


| Bid labour ceaſe, and caſe the weary ſwain. 


% Hail ! ſov'reign Goodneſs, al- productive Mind 


on all thy works thyſelf inſcrib'd we find: 
Ho various all, how variouſly endow'd, 100 


Ho great their number, and each part how good 


* Who, with one act af energy divine, 


on How perfect then muſt the great Parent ſhine, 
„ Laid the vaſt plan, and finiſh'd the deſign!” |} 


Where: cer the pleaſing ſearch my thoughts purſue, 8 


Vuabounded goodneſs riſes to my view; 106 
Nor does our world alone its influence ſhare; 

| Exhavſtleſs bounty, and unwearied care, 

Extends thro' all th' infinitude of ſpace, TY 

And circles nature with a kind embrace. 110 


The azure kingdoms of the deep below, 
Here multitudes of various beings ſtray, 
Croud the profound, or on the ſurface play : 
Tall navies here their doubtful way explore, 


Hence meagre want expell'd, and ſanguine ſtrife, . 


And India joins in friendſhip with the pole. 1 20 


TI m1) 
An animated iſle, and in his way, 
Daches to heav'n's blue arch the foamy ſea: - 
Wen ſkies and ocean mingle ſtorm and flame, ITT 


Portending inſtant wreck to nature's frame, 
Pleas'd in the ſcene, he mocks with conſcious pride, 
The volley'd lightning, and the ſurging tide ; A 
And, while the wrathful elements engage, 
Foments with horrid ſport the tempeſt's rage. 130 
All thoſe thy watchful providence ſupplics, is 
To thee alone they turn their waiting eyes; 
For them thou op'neſt thy exhauſtleſs ſtore, 

Till the capacious wiſh can graſp no more. 
But, if one moment thou thy face thouldft hide, 
Thy glory clouded, or thy ſmiles deny'd, 136 
Then widow'd nature veils her mournful eyes, 92 
And vents her grief in univerſal cries: 

Then gloomy death, with all his meagre train, 
Wide o'er the nations ſpreads his diſmal reign ; 140 

Sea, earth, and air, the boundleſs ravage * 
And all cheir hoſts to native duſt return. 
But when again thy glory is diſplay'd, 

Reviv'd creation lifts her cheerful head ; 

New riſing forms thy potent ſmiles obey, 145 
And life rekindles at the genial ray : „ 


| |  Vnited thanks repleniſh'd nature pays, 
| And heav'n and earth reſound their Maker's praiſe. 


When time ſhall in eternity be loſt, 5 8 
And hoary nature languiſh into duſt ; ER: 
For ever young thy glory ſhall remain, 
ST Vaſt as thy being, endleſs as thy reign. 
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- Thou, from the regions of eternal day, 


View'ſt all thy works at one immenſe ſurvey: 
Pleas'd, thou behold'ſt the whole propenſely tend 1 5 5 
To perfect happineſs, its glorious end. 

| If thou to earth but turn thy wrathful eyes, 
Hier baſis trembles, and her offspring dies: 


| Thou firſt the hills, and, at th' almighty blow, 


Their ſummits kindle, and their inwards glow. 169 
While this immortal ſpark of heav'nly flame 
Diſtends my breaſt, ind animates my frame; 
| To thee my ardent praiſes ſhall be borne 


On the firſt brecze that wakes the bluſhing morn : 


| The lateſt ſtar ſhall hear the pleaſing found, 165 
And nature in full choir ſhall join around, 
: When full of thee my foul excurſive flies 

| Thro'earth, air, ocean, or thy regal ſkies ; 

From world to word, new wonders nll 1 fad, 


|| And all the Godhead flaſhes on my mind. 170 


| When wing'd with whirlwinds, vice ſhall take i its flight 
Io the deep boſom of eternal night, 

Io thee my foul ſhall endleſs praiſes pay: 

Join, men and angels, join th* exalted lay! 


"To 


BENEVOLENCE. 


T Ail Wen e new ! 


While I thy ſtrong impulſe purſue, 
"teins fer fanne; . 


Too vaſt for little minds to know, | 
Who on themſelves alone beſtow 4 


Their wiſhes and their care. 


Daughter of God ! delight of man ! 


From thee felicity began ; 
"Which ſtill thy hand ſuſtains : 


By thee ſweet Peace her empire ſpread, 10 
Fair Science rais'd her laurel'd head, 


And Diſcord gnaſh'd in chains. 


Far as the pointed ſun-beam flies 
Through peopled earth and ſtarry fcics; 
All nature owns the nod: — 
We ſee its energy prevail 
Through being's cver- riſing ſcale, 
From nothing ev'n to God. 
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| Envy, that tortures her own heart 
Wich plagues and ever-burning ſmart, 


Thy charms divine expel: 


1 Aghaſt ſhe ſhuts her livid eyes, 30 
And, wing' d with tenfold fury, flies 


To native night and hell. 


By thee inſpir d, the gen'rous breaſt, 
In bleſſing others only bleſt, 
With goodneſs large and free, 
Delights the widow's tears to ſtay, 
To teach the blind their ſmootheſt way, 
And aid the feeble knee. 


O come! and o'er my boſom reign, 
Expand my heart, inflame each vein, 
Through ev'ry action ſhine ; 


Fach low, each ſelfiſh wiſh control, 
With all thy eſſence warm my ſoul, 


And make me wholly thine. 


Nor let fair Virtue's mortal bane, 
The ſoul-contraCting thirſt of gain, 
My fainteſt wiſhes ſway ; 


By her poſſeſs d, ere hearts refine, 


In hell's dark depth ſhall mercy ſhine, 
And kindle endleſs day. 


Y 


20 


25 
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If from thy facred paths I turn, 77 
Nor feel their griefs, while others mourn, ; 
Nor with their pleaſures glow: 4g 
Baniſh'd from God, from bliſs, and thee, b 
My own tormentor let me be, 5 5 


And groan in hopeleſs wo. 
ON THE 
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„„ 


Ale wiſdom, fly, with all thy * owls ; 
The duſt and cobwebs of the ſchools 
For me have charms no more : 
The groſs Minerva of our days, 
In mighty bulk my learn'd eſſays + „„ 
Reads 1 o'er and o'er. 


Ki 2 the bird of MixenvA, but by the moderns 


aſcribed to DVLXxEss, 


'+ The author, like others of greater name, had for- 
merly 3 to demonſtrate matters of fact 2 priari. 


METAPHYSICAL PHILOSOPHY. 


But 


| t 
0 Led by her hand a length of time, 
13 1 Thro' ſenſe and nonſenſe, proſe and rhyme, 
| TI beat my painful way; 
Long, long revolv'd the myſtic page 
Of many a Dutch and German ſage, 
+ And hop'd at laſt for day. 
III. 
But, as * mole, hid under ground, 
Still works more dark as more profound, 
a So all my toils were vain : 
|| For truth and ſenſe indignant fly, 
As far as ocean from the ſky, 
# Trom all the formal train. 
IV. 
| The * STAG1RITE, Whoſe fruitful quill 
| O'er frce-born nature lords it ſtill, : 20 
Suſtain'd by form and phraſe a 
Of dire portent and folemn ſound, 
Where meaning ſeldom can be found, 
From me ſhall gain no praiſe. 
| Y, - 
| But you, who would be * wit, _ ; 
To nature's light unveil your eyes, : 
| Uer gentle call obey: 


* ARISTOTLE, inventor of (llogiſms, ad as fuck on- 
[0 y mentioned here. 
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n dy e un wandring glare, 


No voice ambiguous ſtrikes your car, 


To bid you vainly ſtray. 

| VI. 
Not in the gloomy cell recluſe, 

For noble deeds or gen'rous views, 

x She bids us watch the night; 


Fair virtue ſhines, to all diſplay d, 


Nor aſks the tardy ſchoolman's aid, 
| To teach us what is right. 
| VII. 

Pleaſure and pain the ſets in view, 


And which to ſhun, and which purſue, 


Inſtructs her pupil's heart: 


Then, letter'd pride, ſay, what they gain, 
To maſk, with ſo much fruitleſs pain, 


Thy ignorance with art? 
_ 
Thy ſtiff grimace and awful tone 
An idiot's wonder move alone; 
And, ſpite of all thy rules, 
The wiſe in ev'ry age conclude, 


vow PYRKHoO “ taught, and Hump + renew d, 
That dogmatiſts are fools.” £ 


IX. 


The gameſter' s hope when doom'd to loſe, 


The joys of wine, the wanton's vows, 


„ 


. Author of dete 


t Author of a treatiſe on | buman nature, 
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30 
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40 
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The courtier's word, the croud's applauſe, 


The Jeſuit's faith, the ſenſe of laws, 
Are not more falſe than thee. 
X. 
Bleſs'd he! who ſees, without ſurpriſe, 


Thy various ſyſtems fall and rite, 


As ſhifts the fickle gale; 
While all their utmoſt force exert, 


fo To wound the foc's unguarded part, 


And all alike prevail. 
3 XI. 


5 8 Thus (ſacred bards * of yore have ſung} | 
High heav'n with martial clamours rung, 


And deeds of mortal wrath ; 


When cranes and pigmies glory ſought, 


And in the fields of #ther fought, 
: With mutual wounds and death. 
Cn. 


1 Let Logic s ſons, mechanic throng ! 


Their ſyllogiſtic war prolong, 
And reaſon's empire boaſt : 
Inſhrin'd in deep congenial gloom, | 
Eternal wrangling be their doom, 
| To truth and nature loſt ! 
XIII. 
Amus -d by fancy s fleeting fire, 


Let MALEBRANCHE + till for truth i inquire, | 


And rack bis aching light : 
| * See HomEs. 


+ He thought the medium by which ſenſible perceptions 


| were conveyed to us, was God; in whole ence truth 
* as In a mirror. 
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While the coy goddeſs wings her way, 
W „ 
Abſorb' d in dazzling light. 
: "= 
With firmer ſtep and graver guiſe, ma 
Whilſt Locks “ in conſcious triumph tries, 80 
ler dwelling to explore; | 
Swift ſhe eludes his ardent chace, 0. 
A ſhadow courts his fond embrace, |..." 
Which Hopnpes + careſs d before. 
| . | 

Let DopwELL f with the fathers join, 85 
To ſtrip of energy divine 
I be heav'n-deſcended foul; 
The teſt of ſenſe let BruxLEV I ſcorn, 
And both on borrow'd pinions borne, . 

Annihilate the whole. ; 90 
e wales radi, 
With PLaTo's love and beauty fir d, 

My ſteps let candour guide ; 


"IT FTI. 


* His account of virtue differs not e much From that of 

the Leviathan. | 

I Author of the laſt· mentioned piece; who denied the 
Aiſtinction between vice and virtue, and affirmed power | 
and right to be the ſame. | 
+ He attempted to prove the natural mortality of 1 

| foul, and quoted the fathers in favour of his opinion. 

Author of dialogues on the non · exiſtence of matter. 


1 83 J 


| By tenets vain | £4 
Thole lawles tyrants of the breaſt, _ 
Offspring of zeal and pride ! 
| XVII. 
Or, while thro' fields and woods I ſtray, 
Would r 

And all my ſoul inflame; 
Creation + and her bounteous laws, 
Her order fix'd, her glorious cauſe, 
Should be my faviite theme. 


* Author of the Characteriſtics. 
5 I The author's intention will be ill e if heis 

|| thought here to recommend univerſal ſcepticiſm ; for which 
reaſon, he may, with all decorum, declare what authors 
| and ſentiments he approves. The philoſophy uſeful to 
man conliſts, not in abſtract and uncertain propoſitions, 
Wh but, being deſigned to regulate his conduct and aſcertain 
d his happineſs, muſt not only be founded on his nature, but 
be 2, — 6— 
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T anxious foul is tore with Joubtful ſtrife, 


Life death ! dread objects of mankind's debate * 
Whether, ſuperior to the ſhocks of fate, 


5 To hear its fierceſt ills with ſtedfaſt mind, * 


To Nature's order piouſly reſign d. 
Or, with magnanimous and brave diſdain, 
Return her back th' injurious gift again. 
Ou if to die, this mortal buſtle o'er, 


Were but to cloſe one's eycs, and be no more; 10 


From pain, from ſickneſs, ſorrows, ſafe withdrawn, 
In night eternal that ſhall know no dawn ; 
This dread, imperial, wondrous frame of man, 
Loſt in till nothing, whence it firſt began: 
Tes, if the grave ſuch quiet could ſupply, 1 
Devotion's ſelf might even dare to die. 5 
But, fearful here, tho' curious to explore, 
Thought pauſes, trembling on the hither ſhore : 
What ſcenes may riſe, awake the human fear; 


Being again reſum'd, and God more ncar; 26 


And hangs ſuſpended betwixt death and life, | 
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* TO 85 } 
If awful thunders the new gueſt appall, 
Or the ſoft voice of gentle mercy call. 
This teaches life with all its ills to pleaſe, 


AMicting poverty, ſevere diſeaſe ; 
To loweſt infamy gives power to charm, 


And ſtrikes the dagger from the boldeſt arm. 

Then, Hamlet, ceaſe ; thy raſh reſolves forego ; 
God, nature, reaſon, all will have it lo; _ 
Learn by this ſacred horror, well ſuppreſt, 


Each fatal purpoſe in the traitor's breaſt. 


This damps revenge with falutary fear, 


And ſtops ambition in its wild career, 
Till virtue for itſelf begin to move, 


| And ſervile fear exalt to filial —_ 
Then in thy breaſt let calmer paſſions riſe, 


Adore thy lot, and, juſt, abſolve the ſkies. 
The ills of lite ſee friendſhip can divide; 


| See angels warring on the good man's ſide. 


Alone to virtue happineſs is given, 


On earth {elt-ſatisfy * and crown 4 in heaven. 
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E D w 1 
AND 
. 
Tze famih name of the young man op Wrightſon; 
of the young maiden Railton. They were both much of 


the ſame age ; that is, growing up to twenty. In their 
birth was no diſparity 


amor vincit omnia, his heart was unalterably fixed on 
the pretty young creature already named. Their court- 


ſhip, which w1s all by flealth, unknown to the fa- 


mily, continued about a year, When it was found cut, 


cell Wrightſon, his wife, and particularly their crooked 
daughter Hannah, flouted at the maiden, and treated 


ber with notable contempt. For they held it as a ma- 


Lim, and a ruflic one it is, that blood + WAS xs nothing with. 


out groats. 


The young lover ſi ckened, and took to his bed about - 
Shrove-Tuelday, and died the Sunday ſe'ennight after. 


On the laſt day of his illneſs, he defired to ſee his 
mftreſs. 


bid her welcome — when it was too late. But her 


daughter Hannah lay at his back, to cut them of from 


all opportunity of exchanging their thoughts. 


: but in fortune, alas! ſhe was | 

his inferior. His father, a hard old man, who had by 

bus tall acquired a handſome competency, expected and | 
required that his fon ſhould marry ſuitably. But, as 


She was civilly received by the mother: whe 


| 


| ut, Camb. Brit. 


4 Ki 1 

At her return home, en hearing the bell tall out fer 

his departure, ſbe ſcreamed aloud that her beart was 
burſt, and expired ſome moments after. 

The then curate of Bowes * inſerted it in his regi- 
ter, that they both died of love, and were (ured © in ble 
ſame grave, March 15. 1714. | 

EDW IN and EMMA. 
AR in the windings of a vale, 
. Faſt by a ſheltering wood, 
The ſafe retreat of health and peace, 
An humble cottage ſtood. 


| There bcauteous Emma fouriſh'd fair, 1 


Beneath a mother's eye; 
Whoſe only wiſh on earth was now 
T o fee her bleſs'd, and die. 

85 =: 
The ſofteſt bluſh that nature ſpreads 
Gave colour to her cheek : 


| 10 
| Such orient colour {miles thro' heaven, 
When * ſweet mornings — 
* Bowes is a en village in Wade 1 where in from: 
mer ages the Earls of Richmond had a caſtle. It ſtands. 


on the edge of that vaſt and mountainous tract, named by 


| the neighbouring people Stanemore; which is always ex- 


poſed to wind and weather, deſolate and lolitary through- 


44 2 


[8] 


Nor let the pride of great ones ſcorn. 
This charmer of the plains : 


To paint our Wy deigns. 


Long had ſhe fill'd each youth with love, 
den maiden with deſpair; 
= And tho' by all a wonder own'd, 
2 8 Yet knew not ſhe was fair. 


= „ 
= Till Edwin came, the pride of ſwains, 
Hal that knew no tt; 
And from whole eye, ſerenely mild, 
: | Shons forth the feeling heart. 
”  -- 
A nat flame was quickly canght 
Was quickly too reveal d: 
For neither boſom lodg'd a wiſh, 
That virtue keeps conceal'd. 
„„ 
What happy hours of home · felt bliſs | 
Did love on both beſtow 
But bliſs too mighty long to laſt, 
| Where fortune proves a foe. 
His ſiſter, who, like envy form'd, 
Like her in miſchief joy d, 


* Garker art * 


That ſun, who bids their diamond blaze, 


To work them harm, with wicked Kill, 


29 
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| Long had he ſeen their ſecret flame, 


= X. 
The father too, a ſordid man, 
Who love nor pity knew, 
Was all- unfeeling as the clod, 
From whence his riches grew. 
XI. 5 


And ſeen it long unmorv'd : 


| Then with a father's frown at laſt 


Had ſternly diſapprov d. 
XII. 


Ds Edwin! s gentle heart, a war 


Of differing paſſions ſtrove : 


We His heart, that durſt not diſobey, 


Let could not ccaſe to love. 


|  Deny'd her ſight, he oft bend 


The ſpreading haw-thorn crept, 

To ſnatch a glance, to mark the ſpot 

Where Emma walk'd and wept. 
XIV. 


Oft too on Stanemore's wintry waſte, 


Beneath the moon-light-ſhade, 


In ſighs to pour his ſoften'd foul, 


The midnight-mourner ray d. 
XV. 
His cheek, where health with beauty glow Mc, 
A deadly pale o'ercaſt : 


So fades the freſh roſe in its prime, 


Before the northern blaſt, 
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The parents now, with late remorſe, 
lung ofer his dying bed; | 
And weary'd heav'n with fruitleſs deus, 
* And fruitleſs ſorrow ſhed. 
XVII. 


'Tis paſt ! he cry'd—— but if your fouls 


| Sweet mercy yet can move, 
Let theſe dim eyes once more behold, 
What they muſt ever love! 
= 
She came; his cold hand ſoftly touch'd, 
And bath'd with many a tear: 
Faſt-falling o'er the primroſe pale, 
So 5 appear. 
XIX. 
But oh! b his ſiſter's jealous care, 
+ A cruel filter the! 
Forbade what Emma came to ſay ; 
My Edwin, live for me.” 
| XX. 
Now homeward as ſhe hopeleſs wept 
Ĩhbe church- yard path along, 7 
The blaſt blew cold, the dark owl ſcream'd 
Her lover 8 funeral ſong. | 
IX. 
Amid the falling gloom of night, 
Her ſtartling fancy found 
In every buſh his hovering ſhade, 
* His groan in every ſound. 


70 


75 


11 
XXII. 


«1 Alone, appall'd, thus had ſhe paſt 
4 When lo ! the death. bell ſmote her ear, 


The viſionary vale — 


 Sad-lounding in the gale ! 
== WV 


| Juſt then ſhe reach'd, with trembling ſtep, 


Her aged mother's door — _ 
He's gone ſhe cry'd ; and I ſhall ſee 
That angel-face no more! 

XXIV. 


I feel, I feel this breaking heart 


Beat high againſt my ſide — 


| From her white arm down ſunk her head ; 


She ſhivering ſigh'd, and died. 
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ELOISA 10 ABELARD. 
A R GUM E MN T. 


Abelard and Ekifa fhuriſhed in the twelfth century 


They were two of the moſt diſtinguiſhed perſens of 
their age in learning and beauty, but for nothing 


more famous than for their unfortunate paſſion. Af. 
ter a hang courſe of calamities, they retired each to a 
ſeveral convent, and conſecrated the remainder & their 
days to religion. It was many years after this je- 
paration, that a letter of Abelard's to a friend, 
which contained the hiſtory of his misfortune, fell in- 
to the hands of Eloiſa. This awakening all her ten- 


| derneſs, occaſioned thoſe celpbrated letters, (out of 


which the following is partly extracted, which give 
/ lively a picture of the firuggles of grace and na- 
ture, virtue and paſſion. 


T* theſe FEY ſolitudes and awful cells, 

1 Where heav'nly- penſive Contemplation dwells, 
And ever-muſing Melancholy reigns ; 

What means this tumult in a Veſtal's veins ? 
Why rove my thoughts beyond this laſt retreat? 5 
Why feels my heart its long-forgotten heat ? 

Yet, yet I love !-— From Abelard it came, 

And Eloiſa yet muſt kiſs the name. 


Hide it, my heart, within that cloſe diſguiſe, 
| Where, mix'd with God's, his lov'd idea lies: 

O write it not, my hand— the name appears 

4 Already written— waſh it out, my tears! 45% 

in vain loſt Eloiſa weeps and prays,  ' 1s 


t 31 
Dear fatal name ! reſt ever unreveab dd. 
Nor paſs theſe lips in holy ſilence ſeal d. 10 


Her heart ſtill dictates, and her hand obeys. 8 
Relentleſs walls ! whoſe darkſome round contains 5 


| Repentant ſighs, and voluntary pains: 
| SDP 
{ Ye grots and caverns ſhagg'd with horrid thorn! 20 


Shrines ! where their vigils pale-ey'd virgins keep, 


| And pitying ſaints, whoſe ſtatues learn to weep ! 
Though cold like you, unmov'd and ſilent grown, 


I have not yet forgot myſelf to ſtone. 


All is not Heav'n's while Abelard has part, 5 5 | 


Still rebel nature holds out half my heart; 
Nor pray'rs nor faſts its ſtubborn pulſe reſtrain, 


Nor tears for ages taught to flow in vain. 


Soon as thy letters trembling I uncloſe, 


| That well-known name awakens all my woes. 30 


Oh name for ever ſad ! for ever dear 

Still breath'd in ſighs, ſtill uſher'd with a tear. 
I tremble too, where-e'er my own I find, 
Some dire misfortune follows cloſe behind, : 
Line after line my guſhing eyes o'erflow, 35 
Led thro' a fad variety of wo: 07 
Now warm in love, now with rig in my blow, 


N Loſt : in a convent's ſolitary gloom! 


B b 
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There ſtern Religion quench'd th? unwilling flame, 


There dy'd the beſt of paſſions, Love and Fame. 40 | _. 


Yet write, oh write me all, that I may join 
Griefs to thy griefs, and echo ſighs to thine. 
Nor foes nor fortune take this pow'r away ; 

And is my Abelard leſs kind than they ? 
Tears ſtill are mine, and thoſe I need not ſpare, 4 
Love but demands what elſe were ſhed in pray'r ; 
No happier taſk theſe faded eyes purſue ; 

To read and weep is all they now can do. 
Then ſhare thy pain, allow that fad relief ; 


Heav'n firſt taught letters for ſome wretch's aid, 5 
Some baniſh'd lover, or ſome captive maid : 


They live, they ſpeak, —— * 


Warm from the ſoul, and faithful to its fires; 


The virgin's wiſh without her fears impart, 55 


Excuſe the bluſh, and pour out all the heart; 
Speed the ſoft intercourſe from ſoul to ſoul, 
And waft a ſigh from Indus to che pole. 


Thou know 'ſt bow guiltleſs firſt I met thy flame, 
When Love approach'd me under Friendſhip's name; 


My fancy form'd thee of angelic kind, 00 


Some emanation of th' all-beauteous mind. 
— hoſe ſmiling eyes, attemp'ring ev'ry ray, 


Shone ſweetly lambent with celeſtial day. 
Guilds I gaz; bern lend while you fung; 63 
And truths divine came mended from that tongue. 
From lips like thoſe what precepts fail to move? 
Too ſoon they taught me tuns no fin to love: 


Ah, more than ſhare it, give me all thy grief. co 


„ Angra 


5 


1 70 
Dim and remote the joys of faints I ſee; - 
| Nor envy them that heav'n I loſe for thee. 

How oft, when preſs'd to marriage, have 1 id, 


Ct on all laws bat hath witch Tave this mute ? 
Love, free as air, at ſight of human ties, 75 


Spreads his light wings, and in a moment flies. 


Let wealth, let honour, wait the wedded dame, 
Auguſt her deed, and facred be her fame ; 


Before true paſſion all thoſe views remove ; 


Fame, wealth, and honour ! what are you to love ? 


The jealous god, when we profane his fires, 81 


| Theſe entihen. gniinng © ag 9 80 


nnn A 
Should at my feet the world's great maſter fall, 85 


Himſelf, his throne, his world, I'd ſcorn em all: 


Not Cæſar's empreſs would I deign to prove; 


No, make me miſtreſs to the man I love; 
If there be yet another name more free, 
More fond than miſtreſs, make me that to thee | 90 


Oh! happy ſtate ! when ſouls each other draw, 


| When love is liberty, and nature, law : 


All then is full, poſſeſſing, and poſſeſt, 


| No craving void left aking in the breaſt: 94 


Ev'n thought meets thought, ere fam lis it part, 


And each warm wiſh ſpaitigg, mutual from the heart. 
This ſure is bliſs, (if bliſs on earth there be), 
And once the lot of Abelard and me. 
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ee 
Alas how chang d! what ſudden horrors riſe ! 


A naked lover bound and bleeding lies ! 106 {| 


Where, where was Eloiſe ? her voice, her hand, 
Her poniard had oppos'd the dire command, 
Barbarian, ſtay ! that bloody ſtroke reftrain ; 


I can no more, by ſhame, by rage ſuppreſt, 105 


Let tears, and burning bluſhes ſpeak the reſt. 
Canſt thou forget that ſad, that ſolemn day, 


When victims at yon altar's foot we lay ? 


Canſt thou forget what tears that moment fell, 
When, warm in youth, I bade the world farewell ? 
As with cold lips I kiſs'd the facred veil, an 
The ſhrines all trembled, and the lamps grew pale: 
Heav'n ſcarce believ'd the conqueſt it ſurvey d, 


And faints with wonder heard the vows I made. 


Yet then, to thoſe dread altars as I drew, 115 
Not on the croſs my eyes were fix d, but you: 
Not grace, or zeal, love only was my call; 
And if 1 loſe thy love, I loſe my all. 
Come! with thy looks, thy words, refleve my wo ; 
Thoſe {till at leaſt are left thee to beſtow. 120 
Still on that breaſt enamour'd let me lie, : 
Still drink delicious poiſon from thy eye, 
Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be preſt; 
Give all thou canſt— and let me dream the reſt. 15 
Ah no ! inſtruct me other joys to prize, 125 
With other beauties charm my partial eyes; 7 
Full in my view ſet all the bright abode, 

And make my ſoul quit Abelard for God. 


1 


5 


=. 
Ah think at leaſt thy flock deſerves thy cate, © 
Plants of thy hand, and children of thy pray'r. 136 


From the falſe world in early youth they fled, 
By thee to mountains, wilds, and deſerts led. 


You rais'd theſe hallow'd walls; the deſert ſmil'd, 
And paradiſe was open'd in the wild. _ 


| No weeping orphan ſaw his father's ſtores 135 
| Our fl . irradt te, or ö 


No ſilver faints, by dying miſers givn, 


| Here brib'd the rage of ill-requited Heav'n : 
But ſuch plain roofs as Piety could raiſe, 


And only vocal with the Maker's praiſe. 8 
In theſe lone walls, (their day's eternal bound), 


; Theſe moſs-grown domes with fpiry turrets crown'd, 


Where awful arches make a noon-day night, 


| And the dim windows ſhed a ſolemn light ; 


Thy eyes diffus'd a reconciling ray, n 
And gleams of glory brighten'd all the dax. 
But now no face divine contentment wears, 
'Tis all blank ſadneſs, or continual tears. 
See how the force of others' pray'rs I try, 


| (O pious fraud of am'rous charity !) 159 


But why ſhould I on others” pray'rs depend? 

Come thou, my father, brother, huſband, friend 
Ah let thy handmaid, ſiſter, daughter move, 

And all thoſe tender names in one, thy love ! 

The darkſome pines that o'er yon rocks reclin'd 155 
Ware high, and murmur to the hollow wind, 
me wand\ing fireams that ſhine berween the hills, 


„ 


3; Or lull to reſt the viſionary maid. 


E TW] 
The dying gales that pant upon the trees, 


| 1 


But oer the twilight groves and duſky caves, : 
Long-ſonnding iſles, and intermingled graves, 


Black melancholy fits, and round her throws 165 | 
A death-like lence, and a dread repoſe: 


Her gloomy preſence faddens all the ſcene, 
Shades ev'ry flow'r, and darkens ev'ry green, 


Deepens the murmur of the falling floods, 


| And breathes a browner horror on the woods. 170 


Let here for ever, ever muſt I ſtay; 
Sad proof how well a lover can obey! 
Death, only death, can break the laſting chain; 
And here, ev'n then, ſhall my cold duſt remain, 
Here all its frailties, all its flames reſign, 175 
And wait till tis no fin to mix with thine. 
Ah wretch ! believ'd the ſpouſe of God in vain, 
Confeſs d within the ſlave of love and man. 
_ Aſſiſt me, Heav'n ! but whence aroſe that pray'r ? 


Sprung it from piety, or from deſpair? 180 


Ev'n here, where frozen chaſtity retires, 
Love finds an altar for forbidden fires. 
I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought ; 

1 mourn the lover, not lament the fault; 
I view my crime, but kindle at the view, 185 
Repent old pleaſures, and ſolicit new: 
Now tun'd to Heav'n, I weep my paſt offence, 
Now think of thee, and curſe my innocence, 


The lakes that quiver to the curling breeze; 160 
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Of all affiftion taught a lover yet, 


How ſhall L loſe the ſin, yet keep the ſenſe, = 
And love th' offender, yet deteſt th' offence ? 


' Unequal taſk ! a paſſion to reſign, 195 
For hearts ſo touch'd, fo pierc'd, ſo loſt as mine. 

Ere ſuch a foul regains its peaceful ſtate, 

__ how often hate! 

| — 42 2466 3 200 

' | But let Hearn fine it, all at ance his eb; * 

Not touch'd, but rapt ; not waken'd, but inſpir d! 
Oh come ! oh teach me nature to ſubdue, 

| Renounce my love, my life, myſelf — and you. 

| Hs a a Pt cs. 4 


How happy is the blameleſs Veſlal's lot ? 


The world forgetting, by the world forgot: 


Eternal ſun-ſhine of the ſpotleſs mind 


Each pray'r accepted, and each wiſh reſign'd ; 210 
Libor end at, that equal periods keep; 


« Obedient ſlumbers that can wake and weep ;" 


' Deſires compos'd, affections ever ev'n ; 
Tears that delight, and ſighs that waſt to Hern. 


S 215 
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For her the houſe prepares th bridal rin 

For her white virgins hymenzals ſing ; 
| "To ſounds of heav'nly harps ſhe dies away, 

Rene tay. 
iv other en of naholy joy: 


220 


5 When at the cloſe of each ſad, 188 223 


Fancy reſtores what vengeance ſnatch'd away, 
Then conſcience ſleeps, and leaving nature free, 
All my looſe foul unbounded fprings to thee, 
O curs'd, dear horrors of all-conſcious night 


How glowing guilt exalts the keen delight ! 230 


Provoking dæmons all reſtraint remove, 

And ſtir within me ev'ry ſource of love. 
I hear thee, view thee, gaze o'er all thy charms, 
And round thy phantom glue my claſping arms. 


I wake : —no more I hear, no more I view, 235 


The phantom flies me, as unkind as you, 

I call aloud; it hears not what I ſay: 

I ſtretch my empty arms; it glides away. 

To dream once more I cloſe my willing eyes ; 

Le foft illuſions, dear deceits, ariſe! 240 
Alas, no more ! methinks we wand'ring go 


Through dreary waſtes, and weep each other's wo, 


Where round ſome mould'ring tow'r pale ivy creeps, 


And low-brow'd rocks hang nodding o'er the deeps. 


Sudden you mount, you beckon from the ſkies ; 


Clouds interpoſe, waves roar, and winds ariſe. 246 


1 fhrick, ſtart up, the fame fad proſpect find, 
And wake to all the griefs 1 left behind. 
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Por thee the fates, ſeverely kind, ordain 


Still as the fea, ere winds were taught to blow, 
And mild as op'ning gleams of promis'd heav'n. 


Nature ſtands check'd ; religion dilapproves 
Ah hopeleſs, laſting flames! like thoſe that burn 


Io light the dead, and warm th' unfruitful urn. 


Riſe in the grove, before the altar riſe, | 3% 
| Stain all my foul, and wanton in my eyes. | WV 


Thy image ſteals between my God and me, 
Thy voice | ſcem in ev'ry hymn to hear, 


[ 201 ] 


A cool ſuſpenſe from pleaſure and from pain; 250 
Thy life a long dead calm of fix'd repoſe; 
No pulſe that riots, and no blood that glows. 


Or moving ſpirit bade the waters flow; 
Soft as the ſlumbers of a faint forgiv n, | 255 | 


Come, Abelard ! for what haſt thou to dread ? 
The torch of Venus burns not for the dead: 


Ev'n thou art cold — yet Eloiſa loves. 260 


What ſcenes appear where-&er I turn my view ? 3 bp 
The dear ideas, where I fly, purſue, . 


I waſte the matin lamp in fighs for thee, _ 


With ev'ry bcad I drop too loft a tear. 270 
When from the cenler clouds of fragrance roll, 


And ſwelling organs lift the riſing foul, | MN * 


One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight, | 
Prieſts, tapers, temples, ſwim before my fight : | | | 
In feas of flame my plunging ſoul is drown'd, 275 | 85 
While altars blaze, and angels tremble round, | 
While proſtrate here in humble grief I lie, | 


Kind, virtuous drops juſt gath" ring” in mj eye, 


CE 


[ 2 
While praying, trembling, in the duſt I roll, 


Come, if thou dar'ſt, all charming as thou art! 
Oppoſe thyſelf to heav'n; diſpute my heart; 
Come, with one glance of thoſe deluding eyes 
Blot out each bright idea of the ſkies; 
Take back that grace, thoſe ſorrows, and thoſe tears ; 
Take back my fruitleſs penitence and pray'rs; 286 
Snatch me, juſt mounting, from the bleſs'd abode; 
Aſſiſt the fiends, and tear me from my God ! 

No, fly me, fly me, far as pole from pole; 


Riſe Alps between us! and whole oceans roll 290 


Ah, come not, write not, think not once of me, 
Nor ſhare one pang of all I felt for thee, 
Thy oaths i quit, thy memory reſign; 

Forget, renounce me, hate whate'er was mine. 


Fair eyes, and tempting looks, (which yet I view !), 15 


Long lov'd, ador'd ideas, all adieu 296 
O Grace ſerene ! oh Virtue heav'nly fair ' nee 
Divine oblivion of low-thoughted Care! 


Freſh blooming Hope, gay daughter of the ſky ! 


And Faith, our early immortality ! 300 


| Enter, each mild, each amicable gueſt; 
Receive, and wrap me in eternal reſt ! | 
See in her cell fad Eloiſa ſpread, 


|  Propt on ſome tomb, a neighbour of the dead. 
In each low wind methinks a ſpirit calls, 305 


And more than echoes talk along the walls. 
Here, as I watch'd the dying lamps around, 
From yonder ſhrine I heard a hollow ſound, 


And dawning grace is op'ning on my foul: 280 


r 


— , 


Thy place is here, fad ſiſter, come away! 310 


14 


Once like thyſelf, 1 trembled, wept, and pray d, 
„ Love's victim then, tho' now a fainted maid : 


Hut all is calm in this eternal ſleep; 
© Here Grief forgets to groan, and Love to weep, 
_ « Ev'n Superſtition loſes every fear: W 


„For God, not man, abſolves our frailties here.” 
come, I come! prepare your roſeate bow'rs, 


| Celeſtial palms, and ever-blooming flow'rs. 
Thither, where ſinners may have reſt, I go, 
Where flames refin'd in breaſts ſeraphic glow : 320 


Thou, Abelard ! the laſt fad office pay, 


And ſmooth my paſſage to the realms of day; 
{ See my lips tremble, and my eye-balls roll, 

Suck my laſt breath, and catch my flying ſoul ! 

Ah no—in ſacred veſtments mayſt thou ſtand, 32 5 
The hallow'd taper trembling in thy hand, 
Preſent the croſs before my lifted eye, 
Teach me at once, and learn of me to die. 


Ah then, thy once-lov'd Eloiſa fee ! 


It will be then no crime to gaze on me. 330 


See from my cheek the tranſient roſes fly! 


See the laſt ſparkle languiſh in my eye! 
* Till ev'ry motion, pulſe, and breath be o'er; 
And ev'n my Abelard be lov'd no more. 


O Death all- eloquent! you only prove . 335 
What duſt we dote on, when 'tis man we love. 
Then too, when fate ſhall thy fair frame deſtroy, 


N * cauſe of al my guilt, and all my joy), 


2 


E 
In trance ecſtatic may thy pangs be drown'd, 
Bright clouds deſcend, and angels watch thee round, 


From op'ning ſkies may ſtreaming glories ſhine, 341 


And faints embrace thee with a love like mine. 
May one kind grave unite each hapleſs name *, 
And graft my love immortal on thy fame ! 


Then, ages hence, when all my woes are o'er, 345 


When this rebellious heart ſhall beat no more ; 
If ever chance two wand'ring lovers brings 

To Paraclete's white walls and filver ſprings, 
O'er the pale marble ſhall they join their heads, 


And drink the falling tears each other ſheds; 350 


Then ſadly ſay, with mutual pity mov'd, 

Oh may we never love as theſe have lov'd!“ 
From the full choir when loud Hoſannas riſe, 

And ſwell the pomp of dreadful ſacrifice, 

Amid that ſcene, it ſome relenting eye 355 
Glance on the ſtone where our cold relics lie, 
Devotion's ſelf ſhall ſteal a thought from heav'n, 
One human tear ſhall drop, and be forgiv'n. 

And ſure, if Fate ſome future bard ſhall join 

In fad ſimilitude of griefs to mine, 360 
Condemn'd whole years in abſence to deplore, 

And image charms he muſt behold no more; 

Such if there be, who loves ſo long, ſo well; 

Let him our fad, our tender ſtory tell; 

I be well-ſung woes will ſooth my penſive ghoſt; 
ne beſt can paint em who ſhall fecl em moſt. 366 
Abelard and Eloiſa were interred. in the ſame grave, 


or in monuments adjoining, in the monaſtery of the 
Paraclete, He died in the year 1142, ſhe in 1163. 
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ABELARD To ELOISA. 


v H, why this boding ſtart ? this ſudden pain, 


That wings my pulſe, and ſhoots from vein to 


What mean, regardleſs of yon midnight-bell, [vein ? 
Theſe earth-born viſions ſaddening o'er my cell ? 


= What ſtrange diſorder prompts theſe * to 


glow ? 1 


| Theſe ſighs to murmur, and theſe tears to flow Y 
- 'Tis ſhe, 'tis Eloifa's form reſtor'd, | 

Once a pure faint, and more than ſaints ador'd : 

She comes in all her killing charms confeſt, f 

Glares thro' the gloom, and pours upon my breaſt, W 

Bids heav'n's bright guard from Paraclete remove, 

And drags me back to miſery and love. 


Enjoy thy triumphs, dear illuſion ! ſee 


This fad apoſtate from his God to thee ; 


See, at thy call, my guilty warmths return, 15 


Flame thro' my blood, and ſteal me from my urn. 


Yet, yet, frail Abelard ! one effort try, 
Ere the laſt lingering ſpark of virtue die; 
The deadly charming ſorcereſs control, 


And ſpite of nature tear her from thy ſoul. 20 | 


Long has that ſoul in theſe unſocial woods, 


Where anguiſh muſes, and where horror broods, 
From love's wild viſionary wiſhes ſtray d, 
And ſought to loſe thy beauties in the ſhade, 


—_— 
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Faith dropt # kalle, Devotion lent her fire, as 84 
Woke the keen pang, and fanRify'd-defire; * | T* 
Led me enraptur'd to the bleſs'd abode, 1 
Andi taught my heart to glow with all its God. 1 
But oh, how weak fair faith and virtue 3 _ — 
When Eloiſa melts away in love! + = 
When ber Yond foul impaſſion'd, rapt, unveils, —| 
No joy forgotten, and no wiſh conceal'd, 1 - 
Flows thro? her pen as infant ſoftneſs free, 3 
And fiercely ſprings in ecſtaſies to m. on 
Ye heavens ! as walking in yon facred fane 35 5 
With every ſeraph warm in every vein, - 
Juſt as remorſe had rous d an aking ſigh, — bay 
And my torn foul hung trembling in my eye, "7 
In that kind hour thy fatal letter came, = | 5 
I, I gaz'd, 1 ſhiver'd at the name; 40 pr 
The conſcious lamps at once forgot to ſhine, I T] 
Prophetic tremors ſhook the hallow'd ſhrine ; Fl Or 
Prieſts, cenſers, altars from thy genius fled, | p 
And heaven itſelf ſhut on me while I read. 5 
Dcar ſmiling miſchief! art thou ſtill the ſame, _ . 
The ſtill pale victim of too ſoft a flame? 81 
Warm, as when firſt with more than mortal ſhine „ A 
Each melting eye-ball mix'd thy foul with mine ? * 
Have not thy tears for ever taught to flow, | T 
The glooms of abſence, and the pangs of wo, 50 * 
The pomp of ſacrifice, the whiſper'd tale, ms 
The dreadful vow yet hovering o'er thy veil, A 
| Drove this bewitching fondneſs from thy breaſt ? 8 
Curb'd the looſe wiſh, and form'd each pulſe to n | 
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3 And canſt thou fill, fil bend the ſuppliant knee 5g 
1 To love's dead ſhrine, and weep and ſigh for me? 
1} Then take me, take me, lock me in thy arms, 
4 Spring to my lips, and give me all thy charms : 
No, fly me, fly me, (pread th' impatient fail, 
Steal the lark's wing, and mount the ſwifteſt gale; 
| Skim the laſt ocean, freeze beneath the pole; 61 
Renounce me, curſe me, root me from thy ſoul ; 
Fly, fly, for juſtice bares the arm of God; 
And the graſp'd vengeance only waits his ned. 

Are theſe my wiſhes ? can they thus aſpire ? * 
| Does frenzy form them, or does grace — ? 
Can Abelard, in hurricanes of zeal, 
hBetray his heart, and teach thee not to feel! 

I Teach thy enamour'd ſpirit to dilown _ 


Each human warmth, and chill thee into ſtone ? 70 

Ah, rather let my tendereſt accents move e 

The laſt wild tumults of unholy love 

On that dear boſom trembling let me lie, | 

Pour out my ſoul, and in fierce raptures die, 

4 | Rouſe all my paſſions, act my joys anew, 9 

; Farewell, ye cells! ye martyr'd ſaints ! adieu : 

Sleep conſcience, flecp ! each awful thought be drown'd, 

And ſevenfold darkneſs veil the ſcene around. 

What means this pauſe, this agonizing ſtart ? 

30 This glimpſc of heav'n quick-ruſhing thro' my heart? 
| Methinks I fee a radiant croſs diiplay's, 82 

| A wounded Saviour bleeds along the ſhade ; 

Around th' expiring God bright angels fly, 

2: | Swell the loud hymn, and open all the ſky : 


40 


* 
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Return, ye hours ! when, guiltleſs of a ſtain, 
rotig-plum'd genius throbb'd in ev'iry vein, 
When warm'd with all th? Egyptian fancs * | 
All Athens boaſted, and all Rome admir d; 90 
My merit in its full meridian ſhone, e | 
Each revel blaſhing, and each heart my own. 
Return, ye fcenes ! ah no, from fancy fly, 
On time's ſtretch'd wing, till each idea die, 


Eternal fly, ſince all that learning gave 5 


Too weak to conquer, and too fond to ſave, 
Jo love's ſoft empire every wiſh betray d, 

And left my laurels withering in the ſhade, 
Let me forget, that while deceitful Fame 


El, Graſp'd her ſhrill trump, and fill'd it with my name, 


Thy ſtronger charms, impower'd by heaven to move 


Fach ſaint, each bleſs'd inſenſible to love, 10 
At once my ſoul from bright ambition won, wo 


[| hugg'd the dart, I wiſh'd to be undone ; 


No more pale ſcience durſt my thoughts engage, rog 1 


Inſipid dulneſs hung on every page 

The midnight-lamp no more enjoy'd its blaze, 
No more my ſpirit flew from maze to maze: 
Thy glances bade philoſophy reſign 
Her throne to thee, and every ſenſe was thine, 110 
But what could all the froſts of wiſdom do, 
Oppos d to beauty, when it melts in you ? 
Since theſe dark, cheerleſs, folitary caves, 

\ Death-breathing woods, and dally- opening graves, 


10 
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For ever howling to the deeps below ; 


Ungenial deſerts, where no vernal ſhower 
1 Wakes the green herb, or paints th' unfolding flower ; | 
4 TY imbrowning glooms theſe holy manſions ſhed, 
1 The night-born horrors brooding o'er my bed, 120 


The diſmal ſcenes black Melancholy pours 
O'er the ſad viſions of enanguiſh'd hours; — 
Lean Abſtinence, wan Grief, n 
Diſtracting Guilt, and hell's worſt fiend, Deſpair, 


Conſpire, in vain, with all the aids of art, 125 
| To blot thy dear idea from my heart. 3 


Deluſive, ſightleſs god of warm deſire ! 
Why wouldſt thou wiſh to ſet a wretch on fire? 


| Why lives thy ſoft divinity where wo 8 
1 Heaves the pale ſigh, and anguiſh loves to glow ? | 


Fly to the mead, the daiſy- painted vale, 131 
Breathe in its ſweets, and melt along the gale ; 


| Fly where gay ſcenes luxurious youths employ, * | 


Where every moment ſteals the wing of joy ; 


There mayſt thou ſee, low proſtrate at thy throne, 


Devoted ſlaves and victims all thy own : 5 136 


| Each village-wain the turf-built ſhrine ſhall raiſe, © 


And kings command whole hecatombs to blaze. 
O Memory ! ingenious to revive 


| Each fleeting hour, and teach the paſt to live, 140 


Witneſs what conflifts this frail boſom tore ! 
What griefs I ſuffer'd! and what pangs I bore ! 
How long 1 ſtruggled, labour'd, ſtrove to fave 


An heart that panted to be till a {lave ! 
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From youth, warmth, rapture, to tes wild 14 
My food the herbage, and the rock my bed. 
There, while theſe venerable dloiſters riſe 
Oer the bleak ſurge, and gain upon the ſkies, 

My wounded foul indulg'd the tear to low 
Oer all her fad viciſſitudes of wo; 

_ Guilt in my heart, and horror in my eye, 
With ceaſes prayers the whole arllry given 155 
To win the mercies of offended heaven, 

Each hill, made vocal, N n around, . 
> While my torn breaſt knock'd bleeding on the ground. 
Yet, yet, alas ! tho” all my moments fly 
Stain'd by a tear, and darken'd in a Fgh; 160 | 
Tho meagre faſts have on my cheek diſplay'd. 1 
The duſk of death, and ſunk me to a ſhade, | 
EG crea & | 
— 2 Or he thas, I | 
Athwart the glooms, that wrap the midnight-fly, | | 
My Eloiſa ſteals upon my eye; 7. 
For ever riſes in the ſolar ray, 17 1 
A phantom brighter than the blaze of day : | 
Where-C&er I go, the viſionary gueſt Tee 8G 
Pants on wy lip, or ſinks upon my breaſt; 


5 "voy 


p all my heart; | 
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rr 


Winds round my heart in luxury of joy; 175 


| While loud Hofannas ſhake the ſhrines around, 
I hear her fofter accents in the found; - 


Her idol-beauties on each altar glare, 


rr = 
No tears can drive her hence, no pangs control, 180 


For every object brings her to my ſoul. 


My buſy eyes hung brooding o'er the deep ; 


The breathleſs whirlwinds ſlept in every cave, 
And the ſoft moon-beam danc'd from wave to wave; 


Each former bliſs in this bright mirror ſeen, 186 
With all my glories, dawn'd upon the ſcene, 


Recall'd the dear auſpicious hour anew, Su 
When my fond ſoul to Eloiſa flew : | 
When, with keen ſpeechleſs ecſtaſies en. . 


Thy frantic lover ſnatch d thee to his breaſt, 


Gaz'd on thy bluſhes arm'd with every grace, 


And faw the goddeſs beaming in thy face; 
Saw thy wild, trembling, ardent wiſhes more 
| Each pulſe to rapture, and each glance to love. 195 
| Bur lo! the winds deſcend, the billows roar, 
| Foam: to the clouds, and burſt upon the ſhore, 


Vaſt peals of thunder o'er the ocean roll, -_— 
The flame-wing'd lightning gleams from pole to 3 


At once the pleaſing images withdrew, 200 
And more than horrors. crouded on my view; 
Thy uncle's form, in all its ire array d, 
Serenely dreadful ſtalk'd along the ſhade, | 
D d 2 
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Bar bs od, 1 fink wan Ge gms, 
The ſpectre ghaſtly ſmil's upon the wound; 
A group of black infernals round me hung, 
— — — — FO by 
Deteſted wretch ! how impotent thy age! | 
—ꝓ— — — [Ab 4 
Spite of thyſelf, inhuman as thou art, t = 
Thy murdering hand has left me all my heart: 
A nerve to tremble, and an eye to charm. 
No, cruel, cruel, exquiſite in ill, 7 7 
Thou thought'lt it dull barbarity to kill; 215; 
My death had robb'd loſt vengeance of her toil, 
And ſcarcely warm'd a Scythian to a ſmile: 
Sublimer furies taught thy ſoul to glow 
Wich all their ſavage myſteries of wo; L 
Taught thy unfeeling poniard to deſtroy 220 
The powers of nature, and the ſource of joy; 
To ſtretch me on the racks of vain deſire, 
Each paſſion throbbing, and each wiſh on fire; 
Mad to enjoy, unable to be bleſt, 
Fiends in my veins, and hell within my breaſt. 225 
Aid me, fair faith! aſſiſt me, grace divine 

ve martyrs ! bleſs me, and ye faints ! refine, 

Ye facred groves ! ye heav'n-devoted walls! 
Where folly ſickens, and where virtue calls; 1 
Ye vows ! ye altars! from this boſom ter 230 
Voluptuous love, and leave no anguiſh there: 
Oblivion! be thy blackeſt plume diſplay d 

Oer all my griefs, and hide me in the ſhade; 
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30 


dot all his foul between thee and dhe y, 


g Calm all thy paſſions, all thy peace reſtore, 


8 


And thou, t00 ſondly idoliz'd 1 attend, R 
a as. 435 


Friend, did 1'fay ?- immortals | what a hams? 
Can dull; cold friendſhip, own ſo wild a flame? 
No; let thy Der, whoſe enkindling eye 


Whoſe warmths bewitch'd thee, whole n 
ſong * 

cd un en 26 die upon. d conan, -: 
Now ſtrongly rouſe, while besen his zal inſpires, 
Diviner tranſports, and more holy fires ; e 


And teach that ſhowy breaſt to heave no more. 245 
Torn from the world, 222 


| By angels guarded, and by vows fecur'd, 


To all that once awoke thy fondneſs dead, 


And hope, pale forrow's laſt ſad refuge, fled ; = 
Why wilt thou weep, and ſigh, and melt in vain, 


Brood o'er falſe joys, and hug th' ideal chain? 25 1 
Say, canſt thou wiſh, that, madly wild to fly _- 
From yon bright portal opening in the ſky, 
Thy Abelard ſhould bid his God adieu, EC 
Pant at thy feet, and taſte thy charms anew ? 253 

Ye heavens ! if, to this tender boſom wood. 
Thy mere idea harrows up my blood ; _ 


If one faint glimpſe of Eloiſe can move 
I The fierceſt, wildeſt agonies of love; 


What ſhall I be, when, dazzling as the light, 


| Thy whole effulgence flows upon my ſight ? 


O tet thy foul the facred charge attend, 


- [ 44 J 
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Tru the loud organ thro! the trembling lane, 206 


Yon pious maids each earthly wiſh difown, = 
| Kiſs the dread croſs, and croud upon the throne : 


Their warmths inſpirit, and-thelt virtues mend ; - 


Teach every breaſt from every hymn to ſteal "un 


The ſeraph's meekneſs, 2528282... 
To riſe to rapture, to diſſolve away b 
In dreams of heav'n, and lead thyſelf the way, 
Till all che glories of the bleſs'd abode 


Blaze on the ſcene, and every thought is God. 275 


— While thus thy exemplary cares prevail, 
And make each Veſtal ſpotleſs as her veil, 


| Th eternal Spirit o'er thy cell ſhall move 
In the ſoft image of the myſtic dove; 

The long-loſt 'gleams of heav'nly comfort bring, 286 

Peace in his ſmile, and healing on his wing; 

At once remove affliction from thy breaſt, 

Melt o'er thy fonl, and huſh her pangs to reſt. 


O that my ſoul, from love's curs'd bondage free, | 


Could catch the tranſports that I urge to thee ! 285 
O that ſome angel's more than magic art 

Would kindly tear the hermit from his heart! 

Extinguiſh every guilty ſenſe, and leave 

No pulſe to riot, and no ſigh to heave. 


Burſts, like an earthquake, thro' my ſhatter'd frame ; 
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Spite of the joys that truth and virtue prove, aa 
1 feel but thee, rr oy” | 
1 Thy form my in and thy charms my heaven. , 
Yet, yet, my fair ! thy nobler efforts try, 
Lift me from earth, and give me to the u 
Let my loſt foul thy brighter virtues feel, a 
Warm'd with thy * and wing d with * 2 
0 | zeal, 
1 when, low-bending at the hallow'd Anne, 300 
Thy contrite heart ſhall Abelard reſign ; 
When pitying heav'n, impatient to forgive, 
Unbars the gates of light, and bids thee live; 
5 Seize on th' auſpicious moment ere it fle. 
i | And aſk the ſame immortal boon for me. 305 | 
Then when theſe black, terrific ſcenes are o'er, La 
And rebel nature chills the ſoul ng more; | 
When on thy check th' expiring roſes fade, 
0 And thy laſt luſtres darken in the ſhade; ; 
When arm'd with quick varieties of pain, 3% 
Or creeping dully flow from vein to vein, Do 
Pale death ſhall ſet my kindred ſpirit free, 
„ And theſe dead orbs forget to dote on thee; 
5 Some pious friend, whoſe wild affections glow 
| Like ours, in ſad ſimilitude of wo, 315 
: [ Shall drop one tender, ſympathizing tear, 5 
Prepare the garland, and adorn the bier; 


„ e A 


| Our lifeleſs relics in one tomb enſkrine, 
And teach thy genial duſt to mix with mine. 
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Mean while, divinely purg d from every ſtain, 


Our active fouls ſhall climb th' zthereal plain, 327 
To each bright cherub's purity aſpire, 
Catch all his zeal, and pant with all his fire; 
There, where no face the glooms of anguiſh wears, 
No uncle murders, and no paſſion tears, 325 
Enjoy with heaven eternity of reſt, 


